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ENGLISH CHARACTER. 



THE LADY PATRONESS. 

A Lady Patroness is a woman preferred 
above her sex, in deference to those influ- 
ences of rank, fortune or fashion, which en- 
title her to fleece the opulent for the benefit 
of the' indigent ; a chartered mendicant at 
second hand : a privileged beggar in the ser- 
vice of the less privileged poor. 

High station and a low mind are indis- 
pensable to the success of such a vocation ; 
a vocation more rarely embraced for con- 
science sake, than at the instigation of some 
active philanthropist, who plays upon the 
weakness of the great lady, and engages her 
services in behalf of more deserving persons. 

He assures her that the "importance of 
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2 THE LADY PATRONESS. 

*.h^t tlaPdVi^ip's name — the influence of the 

• Kigtf* bstfmation in which her ladyship is 
{ lield l^/tjie 5)ublic — the attraction of her 

* ladysti p's beauty, wit, or accomplishments," 
cannot fail to draw purchasers to her bazaar, 
or subscribers to her list; whereupon the 
idle woman of fashion renounces her devo- 
tion to the sdcro santo far niente, and be- 
comes transformed into a woman of business; 
— ^an inditer of begging letters, not liable to 
the prosecutions of the Mendicity Society ; 
— a canvasser, reversing all ordinary forms of 
corruption. 

That species of moral courage which the 
profane call impudence, is a first-rate requi- 
site in the Lady Patroness. She must be as 
fearless in attack as steady in defence. She 
must NOT " bear her faculties meekly ;" but 
brandish her coronet like a weapon of of- 
fence, in order to accomplish her purposes. 
A moderately important personage venturing 
to beset your privacy with petitions for 
Poles, or tickets for benefit concerts, would 
be dismissed as a bore, or insulted as a nui- 
sance. But a begging marchioness !— a gaber- 
lunzie woman having all the glories of the 
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Herald's College emblazoned on the panels 
of her carriage ! — No resisting such an ap- 
peal! — No denying a petitioner whose tall 
footmen with their cocked-hats and gold- 
headed-canes, seem prepared to knock you 
down in case of resistance. 

So fine a lady has only to look fierce and 
persevere, to extract the sovereigns from 
your purse, and keep the strings of her own 
Gordianly knotted. 

The Lady Patroness is usually selected 
from among noble matrons between thirty 
and threescore years of age, who are desti- 
tute of (Jflfepring upon whom to wreak the 
irritabilities of their leisure ; Countesses who 
have no daughters to manoeuvre for; Vis- 
countesses who have no aspiring sons with 
electioneering interests to be kept up ; busy, 
stirring souls, never weary of writing three- 
cornered notes to their intimates, and four- 
cornered to the destined victims of their be- 
neficent spoliations ; eloquent missives en- 
closing concert-bills, tickets for fancy fairs, 
bazaars, or balls; — cajoling or bullying, 
according to the temper or station of the 
recipient. 

B 2 



4 THE LADY PATRONESS. 

' Some tact is of course indispensable in 
the composition of these appeals. The beg- 
ging-letter impostor, whose seal bears the 
impress of a coronet, is, or ought to be, 
aware that the rich director's wife in Port- 
land-place, or the Irish member's in Eaton- 
square, must be addressed in a very different 
tone from the poor ensign of the Coldstream, 
in his lodgings in Bury-street, St. Jameses. 

Mrs. Ooesus must be wooingly entreated ; 
— must be melted with civilities ; — must be 
bamboozled by a list of honourable and right 
honourable subscribers, whose high-sounding 
benefactions are intended to point out the 
amount of her expected gratuity. She must 
be made to imagine that the patronage of 
bishops and archbishops, duchesses or minis- 
ters of state, will be unavailing to the highly- 
deserving institution «uing for her patronage, 
unless her respectable name be added to the 
catalogue of its well-wishers. Five guineas' 
worth of her influence in the eyes of the 
world, will do more for the bankrupt dispen- 
sary, or the widow of some foreign fiddler, 
than the hundreds or fifties of less deserving 
patrons. And after perusing with suitable 
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respect, the " Madamina il catdogo d qmsto^ 
how can Mrs. Moorshedabad, or Lady O'Do- 
nahoo, do less than enclose a cheque on their 
husband's banker in return, admitting the 
eloquence of the Lady Patroness to be irre- 
sistible ? — 

With some ambitious cornet of the house- 
hold brigade, some slender guardsman, or 
much enduring clerk in 'the Treasury, she 
assumes a loftier attitude ; "presents her com- 
pliments," as she would present a pistol to 
his breast, and bids him ** stand and deliver'^ 
his one-pound one, or withstand her at his 
peril. 

The apprehension of forfeiting his annual 
sixteenth of one of her ladyship's dinners 
(including turtle, spring chickens, green 
goose, and the company of the beauty or wit 
in vogue), determines the poor fellow to sub- 
mission. He swallows Signer Humbugin- 
bach's concert, for the sake of the hock and 
claret by which he humbly trusts it will be 
washed down; or subscribes his sovereign 
(a mighty mite to a young gentleman re- 
joicing in an income of 180/. per annum, 
washing included) for the benefit of the 
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missionaries of Owbyhee, secretly hoping 
that her ladyship will be pleased to reward 
his munificence with an opera ticket or so, 
in the course of the season. 

But if, after presenting her compliments 
to him on the Saturday, the Lady Patroness 
choosiB to cut his acquaintance — the unkind- 
est cut of all — :in Kensington-gardens on the 
Sunday, the subscriber has no title to com- 
plain. In appealing so familiarly to his feel- 
ings, like Thomas Thumb in the tragedy, her 
ladyship 

Did her duty, and she did no more. 

She was civil only in her vocation — gracious 
only as a Lady Patroness. 

In London life, patronesship is a matter 
of election. Among the two thousand noble 
or wealthy ladies whose names are supposed 
to lend grace to a subscription, or whose equi- 
pages seen waiting at the private door of a 
Hanover-square bazaar, are known to increase 
its congregation of powdered footmen and 
wiggy body-coachmen, it is something to be 
solicited as sponsor for the nursling institu* 
tion, or starveling charity-school. In the 
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country, on the contrary, it is a thing of in- 
heritance. 

The great lady of any neighbourhood, 
whether a seventy-four duchess, or a gun- 
brig baronet's wife, becomes, as a matter of 
course, patroness of whatever attempts are 
to be made on the indulgence of the provin- 
cial public ; nay, even the mayor's lady in a 
country town, ascends the throne by right 
divine, failing higher branches in the succes- 
sion. 

If a benefit play be bespoken (the tragedy 
of ** Hamlet" or of " Macbeth" for instance, 
with the parts of the royal Dane, or disloyal 
Thane omitted by particular desire), she oc- 
cupies the box of honour for the exclusive 
enjoyment of the float of tallow-candles, in 
order that the Mrs. Diapers and Miss Figs 
of the MaFket*place, may be persuaded to 
vouchsafe the light of their countenances and 
price of their tickets. The playbills must be 
headed under the immediate patronage of — 
no matter who — the greatest lady of the 
place; or the Brummagem • Macready will 
open his mouth, and the manager his doors 
in vain. No Lady Patroness — no receipt ! 
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Again, you might as ^ well have the plate 
at a cathedral-door placed on a kettle-trivet, 
as in the hands of a pew-opener or church- 
warden. A polite congregation loves to 
bestow its shillings and sixpences upon a 
charmer in a lilac sg.tin-pelisse, with French 
flowers in her bonnet. The Lady Patroness 
never looks more exquisite than when stand- 
ing in the porch of an old country-church, 
receiving the copper contributions and cour- 
tesies of the poor old women in their, red 
cloaks, who are willing to sacrifice their 
weeks' tobacco towards rebuilding the organ- 
loft ; little surmising that the cost of the 
whole undertaking does not equal the value 
of the Brussels lace veil of the lady who 
smiles so eloquent an appeal to their magna- 
nimity- The harangue from the pulpit, the 
private badgering of the parish^clerk, had 
iailed to convince them. — But who is to re- 
sist the elegance and affectation of the Lady 
Patroness ?— ^ 

There are necessarily Lady Patronesses of 
all sorts and sizes, sects and opinions. The 
serious Lady Patroness, — the great lady of 
Exeter Hall, — the Madonna Laura of the 
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Petrarchs in buzz-wigs, — the blue of Riving- 
tons and Hatchards, — is the Hecuba of the 
tribe. 

A degree of respectability is attached to 
her rustling skirts, which ought to render 
them arrow-proof against the shafts of ridi- 
cule, even as the mail of a crusader — or th^ 
scales of a crocodile. Her charity, unlike 
the charity that begins at home, is of the 
comprehensive species that wafts an obolus 
from Indus to the Pole, in order to furnish 
missionaries for the dusty tribes of heathen- 
esse, and a maintenance for the still darker 
tribes lacking employment in the overstocked 
market of piety in Great Britain. 

Seldom, it is true, do we hear of these 
comfortable dames taking out two-pence and 
giving them to the host, in behalf of some 
needy wayfarer of the laity: more rarely 
still, of their exercising their influence in 
society for the benefit of some victim of its 
injustice, its pride or prejudice. When slan- 
ders and scandals darken the atmosphercy 
they are fain to let the wicked world have its 
way ; unless when that way can be invaded 
by the thousand-parson force of prejudices 

B 5 



10 THE LADY PATEONESS. 

stronger and more powerfcrl still ; crushed by 
the Thor-lik« hammer of a hierarchy, or 
brought down by the long rifle of a bacfc- 
woodsnian, taking his sly aim from behind 
the whited wall of evangelism. DeYoid of 
all pret^ice to the heavenly meekness of 
genuine Christianity, the serious Lady Pa- 
troness is "puffed up,"-*"vaunteth herself," 
— and (under correction), " doth behave her- 
self unseemly/' 

Next comes the political Lady Patroness ; 
the distributor of election ribbons, and other 
party gewgaws ; the accredited monsterer of 
nothings inaudible in the gallery, lisped by 
the pap-boat members. Instead of the heaps 
of tracts damp from the press, which moisten 
the carriage-cushions of the serious Lady 
Patroness, the morocco swabs of the politi- 
cal Lady Patromess are encumbered by the 
dog's-eared pages of some dry pamphlet, — 
the last '' striking effort" of the newest man 
of genius forced into bloom in the succes- 
sion-house of her party. 

By vocation a fetcher and carrier of paper 
place-traps, she takes care to have the useftil 
passages scored in pencil by the author, for 
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the benefit of the minister's private secre- 
tary; and the objectionable ones scored in red 
ink by the minister's private secretary, foi^ the 
instruction of the aspiring author. Not un- 
frequently, the said author in his proper per- 
son usurps the place of his work, and is 
dawdled about in morning visits from house 
to house, in those environs of Grosvenor- 
square or Carlton-terraee, which enshrine 
the penates of the great men of Downing- 
street. 

Next follows the literary Lady Patroness ; 
a variety of the lion-feeder, — saving that her 
lions are fed, like courtiers, — " promise 
cramm'd !" The literary Lady Patroness is a 
jackal to the annuals and other miscellanies 
of polite literature. She it is who provides 
a place in the alms-houses of the arts, for 
Lord Thomas's verses, or Lady Sarah's 
sketches ; thereby eliciting the eternal gra- 
titude of the editor, proprietor, printer, and 
binder of the golden libjary of the tabbies. 
She it is, whose conversazione confers im- 
mortality on the unknown epic, and crowns 
with bays the prose of the poet and the 
poets of the prosy. 
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Whereas the serious Lady Patroness is 
" an old woman clothed in gray," the literary 
one i^ usually a young one enrobed in ce- 
rulean blue. Mild as Helicon, she eschews 
the noisy gabble of her political rival, who 
appears to be over -talking a debate ; and 
is measured in her. dicta, and few and far 
between in her arbitrements, even as the 
solemn minute-guns of a quarterly review, 
compared with the squibbing of a daily 
paper. Her gentle dulness recoils from the 
hurry and bustle of the great lady of the 
hustings ; and, " like the fat weed that rots 
itself at ease on Lethe's wharf," she is 
usually to be found lolling dozily on the 
cushions of her boudoir, with the last vo- 
lume of her latest prot6g6 drooping from her 
hand ! 

Never, however, does she fail to avail her- 
self of your visit, to victimize you in favour 
of some subscription work, or theatrical be- 
nefit — enabling you to see Shakspeare mur- 
dered in cold blood, at the cost of two 
pounds two per hour. She is sure to have 
some Miss Seraphina Snobbs — " some virgin 
tragedy, some orphan muse" — to entrust to 
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your sympathies. As a counterbalance to 
the enormous weight of advice wherewith 
she loads her unoffending prot6g6s^ she heaps 
up for their credit the halfcrowns and half- 
sovereigns extorted from her friends, to be 
lumped into the subscription list as " Nine 
pounds eleven shillings and fourpence col- 
lected by the Right Honourable the Countess 
of Indigo;" beating out the gold of others 
into thin leaf, in order to gild the pill of her 
bitter counsel. 

Last comes the fashionable Lady Pa- 
troness, — the dispenser of gentility, — the 
fountain of honour to the nobodies, — the 
grandee who buoys up with empty blad- 
ders the novice wading a first attempt in 
that sea of troubles, the ocean of the great 
world. 

We speak not of the Lady Patronesses 
of Almack^s. Everybody who knows any- 
thing — that is, anybody who knows every- 
body — is aware that Almack's is an elective 
monarchy, an irresponsible sovereignty; — 
that its chief magistrates are great unpaid, 
whose labour, like virtue, is- its own reward; 
and whose reward, like Virtue's, is too apt 
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to be pain and grief. Those sediles of the 
heau mmde^ therefore, who, after giving 
themselves such infinite trouble, find it so 
diflScult to give satisfaction to the wicked 
and perverse generation of fashionable life, 
ought to be sacred objects in the eyes of the 
profane. 

The fashionable Lady Patroness whom we 
would render a fixed figure for the hand of 
scorn to point its slow unmoving finger at is 
the wotdd-he fine lady who tenders her ser- 
vices to the ujim>e fine lady, to hielp her 
up the ladder of west-end notoriety ; — who 
makes out visiting lists for those who want 
to visit everybody, and whom nobody cares 
to visit; — who weeds the acquaintance of 
new people, and hints a fault and hesitates 
dislike, whenever the giver of balls suggests 
the name of an untitled friend, insisting that 
the whole tribe of country cousins shall be 
cut, without conscience or compunction. 

The fashionable Lady Patroness had an 
overflovring list of mantua-makers, milliners, 
hairdressers, and the general commissariate 
of the toilet, all "by appointment to" her 
noble self, and consequently unrivalled. — 
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Such recommendations, if tbej do not cause 
a discomit to be abstracted from her bill, 
entitle her to be served quicker and cheaper 
than other customers, in consideration of the 
number of family coaches she brings in suc- 
cession to the door. 

It is true her pet shoemaker is little bet- 
ter than a cobbler ;— but then he is " such a 
civil creature !" — Her court dressmaker little 
better than a sempstress; — but then she is 
" so wonderfully cheap !" And so omnipo- 
tent is the power of puffing in this our age 
of charlatanism, that, by dint of praising and 
pushing them on, the cobbler and sempstress 
undertaken by the feshionable Lady Pa- 
troness, if they do not learn to make shoes 
or gowns, invariably contrive to make for- 
tunes. 

The fashionable Lady Patroness is a pearl, 
richer than all her tribe,— the only Lady 
Patroness seen to fiitten on her vocation. 
The missionaries and dispensaries, — the un- 
der sees and pamphleteers, — the ballad- 
mongers and annual-spinners^ give in return 
for the exertions of their protectresses the 
breath of praise in exchange for the breath 
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of praise, — incense for incense ; or, as Lear 
hath it, " nothing for nothing." But the 
fashionable Lady Patroness obtains solid 
pudding in exchange for her empty praise. 
The fashionable Lady Patroness has a comer 
kept for her at the dinner-table for which 
she has engaged the French cook, and in- 
vited the English guests. She is implored 
to come and meet the duchess whom she has 
manoeuvred into gracing the feast with her 
presence. She is assured that she must be 
at band to do the honours of the ambas- 
sador who is to do her particular friends the 
honour of eating their turtle and venison. 
She must taste the hock purveyed by her 
own purveyor ; — she must give her opinion 
of the ice tickled up by a Gunter of her 
own invention; — she must witness the first 
attempt out of livery of the clodpole she has 
disciplined into butlership ; — she must help 
to take the shine out of the service of plate 
for which she furnished the design. 

Nay, some of the forced peaches must be 
placed in her carriage which were provided, 
half-a-crown apiece below market price, by 
the fruiterer who furnishes her own unri- 
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vailed desserts. She must be at hand to set 
forth the merits of the three courses, with a 
theatrical aside of 

Que 9a est bon I Ah I goutez 9a ! — 
This jelly 's rich, — ^this malmsey's healing ; 

and all "furnished at the inexplicably low 
price of oue pound seven -and -sixpence 
a-head, by a very clean, honest, little man, 
whom I employ for all my own dinners, and 
who is getting on so wonderfully that he 
will not undertake so much as a fricandeau 
under six weeks' notice !" 

Such is the dainty dame in whom oflS- 
ciousness becomes a virtue, per force of the 
exigencies of lady patronesship ; — such the 
charming extortioner who, like a brilliant 
parasite plant entwining a tree to its per- 
dition, ruins one with caresses. Her kind- 
ness is a gnawing worm ; her friendship a 
perpetual blister. Like the daughters of 
the horse -leech, her cry is "Give, give, 
give !" an appeal diflScult to forgive, when 
repeated with such " damnable iteration." 

She will not leave to her victims so much 
as the virtue of generosity to call their own : 
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rendering them unwilling benefactors of the 
humble poor, — unwilling acquaintance9 of 
the presuming rich. 

But bdsta ! Another word, and we should 
be accused of painting a portrait, instead of 
sketching at random the peculiarities of the 
fashionable Lady Patroness. 
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THE CLUBMAN. 



In the hope of producing a definition of a 
CL0B worthy the lexicographic pen of the 
great Johnson, we have been sitting for some 
minutes, our chin resting on our hand, our 
elbow on our desk, and a face as long as that 
of a physician in consultation, or a donkey 
over a gate. 

But it may not be. Chaos itself is 
not more unsusceptible of terse and com- 
pact illustration. The definition of a club, 
to be really definitive, must be couched 
in. Thomsonian rather than Johnsonian En- 
glish ; or, in other words, must be vulgar, 
diffuse, and a bundle of contradictions. For 
clubs are ai? many-sided as any of the great 
political questions viewed and reviewed by 
thode parliamentary tyros of the day, who 
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mistake every gradation of prismatic tincture 
for a new and distinct colour. But let us 
remember that we have promised to be 
Thompsonian, and eschew fine writing. 

We were about to enter upon the descrip- 
tion of a club, having the bow-window of 
White's in our mind's eye ; that elect and 
select concentration of the finer, if not moJ-e 
refined particles of society, too conscious of 
their value to waste themselves by amalgam- 
ation with the mass of human nature; a 
measure of thrice-winnowed corn, whereof 
every grain has its separate existence, secured 
in a casket of club-exclusiveness, like the 
Crown jewels behind their iron-grating in the 
Tower, or Thompsonianly speaking, like the 
daily bread behind the barred windows of a 
bovlanger in the panivorous kingdom of 
France. 

But the definition of a club, thus derived, 
would be White's by itself — White's; the 
club from which men have died of exclusion, 
as Keats, of the Quarterly, — Skilled on the 
spot by a black-ball; the club where, in 
dandy existence, "either you must live or 
have no life ;" where everything thought may 
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be said, because thought only by right-think- 
ing people ; but where nothing said should 
be repeated elsewhere, lest it tend to a too 
speedy civilization of the common herd of 
mankind. 

But, to have presented the sketch of this 
Eleusinian temple of fine gentlemanism as 
the portrait of a London club, — ^to have en* 
larged upon its unostentatious but luxurious 
arrangements^ its combination of jockeyism 
and politics. Old England and Young Eng- 
land, — nay, to have jolted in the carriages 
and horses waiting before its door, sound, 
solid, and impeccable in taste, because a mat- 
ter of service rather than of vulgar ostenta- 
tion, — and immediately afterwards conducted 
some inexperienced foreigner to the flashy 
fashionability of Crockford's, or the dull hum- 
drummery of Trafalgar Square, as brethren 
of the same family, would have sorely dis- 
credited our discernment. 

There are, in fact, as many classes of clubs, 
as of society. England is the land of clubs. 
A club is a natural excrescence of English 
life, as the gall-apple on the oak. Introduced 
into, other countries, the system has been 
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rarely known to flourish ; and you might as 
well expect a really, clubbish French or Rus- 
sian club, composed of natives, as an authen- 
tic oak-apple grown on an elm or alder. . No 
nation but the English is capable of the so- 
cial solecism of excluding women from their 
society as a matter of luxury. No other 
nation finds delight in the freedom from 
restraint engendered by the absence of the 
gentler sex. No other nation makes a boast 
of its satisfaction in dirty boots, coarse lan- 
guage, cigars, and their adjuncts. Such 
things find open favour in America; but, 
when enjoyed in any civilized country, it is, 
and ought to be, in fellowship with the peo- 
ple, rather than in the exclusive sanctity of 
club retreat. 

Not but that, with all this seeming miso- 
gyny, John Bull entertains as high a reverence 
as his politic neighbours of the continent, for 
the petticoated moiety of human nature. But 
his veneration is so great that it assumes the 
sanctity of altar-worship. While admitting 
woman to be a divinity, he chooses to con- 
ceal his idol in the Holy of Holies of domes- 
tic life. Duly to enjoy the society of Mrs. 
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Bull, he chooses a smoking tureen, and cod's- 
head and shoulders to intervene between 
them ; and their olive-branches to be around 
their table. . Then, after prosing her into a 
becoming doze by the narrative of his mom- 
ilig's occupations, whether of business or idle- 
ness, the club-man leaves her to the enjoy- 
ment of her arm-chair, takes his hat, hurries 
into his Brougham, and off to his whist and 
evening paper, secure from the intrusion of 
the sex. 

For John adores woman in the singular 
and hates her in the plural ; John looes^ but 
does not like. Woman is the object of his 
passion, rarely of his regard. There is no- 
thing in the gaiety of heart or sprightliness 
of intellect of the weaker sex, which he con- 
siders an addition to society. To him women 
are an interruption, both to business and 
pleasure. 

The play of features, the graceful counte- 
nance, the sweetness of voice and expression^ 
which lend a charm in foreign countries to the 
conversation of the feir, are, in fact, too often 
wanting among ourselves. English women, 
certified before hand that the men with 
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whom they are discoursing feel them to be 
a bore, and are waiting for an opportunity to 
steal off to their clubs, become dull and dis- 
pirited ; either too proud to fight against the 
attraction of the smoking-room and whist- 
table, or depressed by the suspicion that all 
they are saying will be turned into ridicule 
by the habitual scoffery of a club-man. 

The evil is, consequently, one of re-action ; 
and reproduces itself so effectively, that, year 
after year, new clubs arise to dignify the 
purlieus of Pall Mall, and assign the ladies 
of London a still more Turkish subjection of 
mind and habits. On the whole, we are not 
sure but that the sex enjoys higher honour 
in the harems of Constantinople than in the 
drawing-rooms of London ; being guarded in 
the one as a precious treasure ; in the other 
treated like a piece of ornamental china^ 
pretty, fragile, useless, — not worth locking 
up, only because of insufficient value to be- 
come an object of temptation, — and which 
the owner is sure, to find glittering on his 
chimney-piece, on his return from his Club. 

At the commencement of the present cen- 
tury, London contained a scarcely larger al- 
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lotment of clubs than at the commencement 
of the century preceding. The intervening 
age, of a peculiarly domestic character, en- 
gendered little to demand an extension of 
the Will's and Button's, the chocolate-houses 
and coffee-houses, where people loved to 
prose in public, and obtain by talking the re- 
putation now sought in print. At that pe- 
riofd, the fashionable institutions of the day 
partook of a French rather than an English 
character. Almack's, at first accounted a 
club, comprised both sexes in its lists, as at- 
tested by the letters of Horace Walpole ; and 
the pleasures of the Pantheon and Ranelagh 
were neither exclusive nor misogynic. 

But, with a political fervour awakened by 
the French Revolution, arose a new order of 
things. Society was in a state of ferment. 
The leading politicians of the day experienced 
the desire of prolonging in social life the 
discussions for which the long ears of par- 
liament were insufficient. The ferocity of 
Whigism and Toryism became incompatible 
with petticoat presence; and, in order to call 
names and bandy arguments to their hearts' 
content, the clubs of the day were made the 

VOL. II. c 
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arena of its political warfare. Already, the 
fiashion seeking Heir-apparent had imparted 
a certain vogue to the clubs of St. James's 
Street ; and, as they affected the gallantry of 
celebrating public events by brilliant fetes, 
there was still absolution for them from the 
hands of beauty. 

The excitement arising from public causes 
soon became perceptible in the enactments 
of social life. Desperate play was made to 
succeed to furious argumentation. The frame 
of society was out of joint ; and a variety of 
changes, "pleasant, but wrong," began to di- 
versify the monotony of London life. Suffice 
it to consider those which attach to the 
natural history of the Club. 

From that period, to belong to Brookes's 
or White's was a declaration of political 
opinion. But whereas politics and play, how- 
ever necessary their excitement to palates 
satiated by the enjoyments of luxury, or lost 
in the enervation of aristocratic leisure, appear 
" full of sound and fury, signifying nothing," 
that is, nothing but what is offensive and per- 
nicious, — for the more sober-sided class of the 
community, Boodle's and Arthur's began to 
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concentrate a highly-estimable order of Lon- 
don kind. The Cocoa Tree extended its win- 
dow to faces of insuflScient interest to appear 
behind the panes of White's ; and, by degrees, 
the dull Albion and solemn Alfred afforded a 
refuge for the solid sense of professional, and: 
the drowsiness of middle-aged men. 

Nothing could be more eminently respect- 
able than the new clubs. The epidemy of 
witty sarcasm lingered like a malaria at 
White's ; while the growing dissipations of 
the times created for themselves a glowing 
focus at Watier's. But there was a world 
elsewhere ; a world of biizz-wigs and solem- 
nity, so becomingly behind the maddening 
race of the times, that one day, when Canning, 
in the zenith of his fame, dropped into the 
house-dinner at the Alfred, so pure were the 
eleven worthy individuals of whom it was 
composed, from the sophistications of the 
West End world, that, on the departure of 
the stranger, each loudly expressed his won- 
der " Who that vert/ agreeable man could 
be?" . 

By this time, the rage for clubs had become 
a sort of bubble speculation. On the re- 

c2 
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opening of the Continent at the close of the 
war, travelled Englishmen became for the 
first time aware of the insufficiency of tavern 
accommodation in this metropolis. The ex- 
cellent restaurants and brilliant caf6s of Paris 
inspired them with contempt for the " tough 
and scorched mutton" of the Piazza, or the 
British; and, conscious of the necessity of 
reform, they wisely judged that a better 
cuisine^ combined with a more auspicious 
locale^ might be obtained by New Harmo- 
nizing their hunger, thirst, and love of news- 
papers, by the institution of additional clubs. 
The places in White's window, or Brooke's 
whist tables, were becoming as hereditary as 
the stations of beggars in the streets of old 
Madrid ; and the soldier and sailor, the law- 
yer and physician, the painter and architect, 
no less than the country baronet, and estated 
esquire, began to feel it indispensable several- 
ly to secure a cenobitium for his leisure, or a 
retreat against the bickerings of domestic 
life. Under this club-making influence. Pall 
Mall grew and grew, and Charing Cross gaped 
with an extended yawn to make way for a 
succession of palaces; till King Charles must 
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have wondered on his brazen steed what 
could possibly be going on behind his back. 

The United Service, University, Athe- 
nseum, Union, and many more, vied with 
each other in the richness of their furniture, 
and commodiousness of their arrangements. 
Eventually, the Carlton and Reform clubs 
set up their rival nurseries of political cor- 
ruption and legalized illegality. The Travel- 
lers* spread its tent for the benefit of foreign 
wanderers in the deserts of London, and such 
as are fond of cultivating their society; Crock- 
ford having already upraised a pandemoniacal 
temple on a scale of brilliancy and free-and- 
easiness, such as might have called up the 
shades of Buckingham, Rochester, and Killi- 
grew, to preside over its committee. 

From that period, the utmost club-wants 
of the metropolis may be said to have been 
appeased. Others have arisen, and are arising, 
as offsets shoot up from every oak, but of 
neither value nor moment ; and it is now 
apparent that the mania has reached its 
climax ; for several of the older clubs have 
been on the eve of bankruptcy, and several 
others compelled to make the acquaintance of 
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those strange bedfellows said to be the in- 
separable companions of misery. Even 
White's was for a moment brought down 
from its stilts ; and after straining for years 
at gnats, compelled to swallow more than one 
camel ; albeit the fluctuations of fashion and 
disorganization of Crockford's consequent on 
the retirement of the proprietor, has restored 
to its more classical rival its privilege of gnat- 
straining. 

The region of the clubs now constitutes an 
almost admitted quarter of the town ; and if 
London had ever the audacity to contend 
with St. Petersburg for the title of City of 
Palaces, or with Paris for architectural dis- 
tinction, the pretension would rest far more 
decently on the splendour of its clubs, than 
of its royal residences or national museums 
and academies. The Vitruvian facade of the 
Reform Club is one of the boasts of the West 
End. 

The habitual London lounger is, probably^ 
an incompetent judge of the merits of these 
mammoth establishments; with their enor*- 
mous cellars, their ogre-like kitchens, and 
daily hecatomb ; their regiments of scullions, 
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and light-iDfantry brigade of waiters. It is 
only by sojourn in cities where clubs are rare 
or inaccessible, that we are enabled to esti- 
mate the advantage thus afforded to men of 
moderate means, destitute of a domestic estab- 
lishment. Those who have neither lares nor 
penates ought to be permitted to worship the 
club. 

The monastic and scholastic institutions of 
our ancestors, however, partook not of a more 
decidedly anti-matrimonial character. The 
monk or fellow of a college, is not a more 
obstinate bachelor than the regular club man. 
Therein is his city of refuge ; therein abides 
his palladium. There does the cold man, — the 
reserved man, — the selfish man, — the dull 
man, — create an ample field for the cultiva- 
tion of his egotism, — there does the woman- 
hater find elbow-room for his hatred, and the 
woman-lover a case-mated refuge from his 
love. 

The Club-man is in a position to reslk the 
tyrannies of niother, sister, wife, or mistress. 
The snail, or tortoise, in its shell, enjoys no 
surer impunity. Hunt down your victim as 
ye will, ye women of little faith, he defies 
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you at last by earthing himself in the sanc- 
tuary of his club. There^ he may eat, drink, 
read, play, from morning till the morning 
following. There, you cannot deprive him 
of his billiards, cannot disturb his whist, can- 
not interdict his cigar, cannot want the first 
volume of the novel he has just opened, or 
taunt him by looking over his shoulder when 
absorbed in the debate, or remind him of the 
gout when enjoying his turtle, or talk of 
cupping, when the glass of madeira is at his 
lips. — ^There he may eat his asparagus " tout 
€t rhuikr — There he may pepper his cream- 
tart ! — There he may damn the sex, and be 
happy! 

It is often contended by women, on the 
other hand, that the advantage is reciprocal ; 
that the man capable of finding his happiness 
in a club is unworthy to enjoy it elsewhere ; 
and that those who expend the greater por- 
tion of their day in laying down the law at a 
club,^r accepting the law when laid down 
by the council of ten into which every club 
resolves its conscript fathers, constitute pre- 
cisely the bores from whose company society 
ought to render thanks for deliverance. 
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According to these fair jurists, the clubs 
form an invaluable safety-valve for the effer- 
vescence of ill-humour, such as serves to 
relieve many a deserving family from its 
domestic tyrant; and the stingy sensualist, 
who writes his letters at his club, luxuriating 
there in the newspapers and periodicals he 
refuses to his family-circle at home, spunging 
on its snuff-box, and gathering up its crumbs 
of comfort, would only contribute the growl 
of a bear to the colloquialities of his fireside. 
Let it be established as a rule, therefore, 
that the man who is a club-fixture, who dines 
there more than three days in the week, or 
sulks there more thaii three hours in the 
tnoming, is one little cared for elsewhere. 
It is as rare to find one of the favourites of 
society club-logged, as it is indispensable for 
even the most popular man to appear for 
twenty minutes of every day, at the club in 
fashion. 

For clubs, like dogs, have their day. 
During a Whig administration, for instance, 
the Carlton was the thing. A party in op- 
position is a united party; weakened by 
no jealousies, disturbed by no mistrustings. 

c 5 
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Aware that it is only by a long pull, a strong 
pull, and a pull altogether that the conimou 
object can be achieved, every man flatters 
himself that, when its head shall be premier, 
he shall be secretary of state. No snarler 
on his own side is rash enough to probe his 
vanity ; no superior man pretends to gainsay 
his assertion. Everybody is in the right, 
because all are in the wrong. All is hypo- 
thesis, all is expectation ; and the club, con- 
centrating the "noes" against any existing 
government, comprises the iUte of a party,— 
a body of men active in talk, because timid 
in action, — vivacious, brilliant, and united. 

But, no sooner does the party attain office, 
than the club becomes divided against itself. 
Petty feuds and discontents arise. The 
court-cards of the pack are too much in re- 
quest in higher places, to have leisure for 
club-lounging, and the deuces and trays are 
sulky on finding themselves discarded from 
the winning hand. The club has no longer 
a common aim. It is composed of men 
striving td outwit each other on the course 
of preferment, out-talk each other in the 
gabble of debate. The same men who, a 



THE, CLUBMAN. 35 

few months before, crossed the threshold as 
if throwing themselves into the arms of their 
family, with open hearts and familiar voices, 
have now come to regard it as an enemy's 
camp, and become cynical or taciturn. They 
husband their anecdotes for the minister from 
whom they have hopes. They reserve their 
information for the member to whom they 
are jackal. They lay by their wit for their 
own speeches, their criticisms for those of 
others. The Carlton of to-day is, conse- 
quently, no longer what it was some sessions 
ago. The crest of many a cockatoo is de- 
pressed ; the wing of many a goose has been 
stripped of its pen-feathers; nay, the swan 
has turned out a goose, and the game-cock 
been over-crowed by the pert bantam ! — The 
Carlton club is now laid nearly as low as 
^arlton House. 

But even as one club differeth from another 
in glory, one may be said to form the peris- 
tyle to another ; while some assume import- 
ance when conjoined with others, which, 
singly, have little credit. As the name of 
John becomes aristocratic when coupled vdth 
Lord, though vulgar in a footman, it is good 
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to be a member of Crockford's, if you are 
authenticated in society as belonging to 
White's, Brookes's, or The Travellers'; but 
scampish, if you belong to Crockford's alone. 
The Athenaeum, on the other hand, is a sort 
of neutral territory, where the learned in law, 
physic, or divinity, the arts, or the sciences, 
go to criticise all that is said, done, or pro- 
jected in other clubs, and other places ; — to 
review the newspapers, and talk leading sui;i- 
cles on the debates ; — a club of big- wigs, as 
the former of empty pates. — 

White's we have presumed to define as 
of somewhat dowagerly dandyism, its door 
abounding in Broughams rather than cabs, 
and having ten boiled chickens to one a la 
Tartarey in the daily menu of its private din- 
ners. On entering the room, you hear 
people complain of the draught, and hint a4 
rheumatism. In process of time, it will 
grow as fusty as Boodle's ; and when its pre- 
sent sable-silvered heads shall have become 
white as the poll of Polonius, panada and 
toast and water will probably succeed to riz 
a la Twrque and Badminton mixture, in its 
daily fare- 
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The flash of fashion of the day deci- 
dedly rests with Crockford's.* Hazard has, 
of course, its part in this, but cookery more ; 
and the dynasty which came in victorious 
with Ude, holds its own with honour under 
Francatelli, Crockford's is the finish of 
every fashionable day. After the dull fa- 
mily-dinner, — after the opera, — the soiree, 
-r~nay, after the brilliant ball terminating at 
five o'clock in the morning, it is still neces- 
sary to smoke a cigar on the steps of Crock- 
ford's, It is there the crocodile's eggs of 
those airy nothings, the scandals of the hour, 
are hatched into existence. It is there re- 
ports originate, — it is there the petty spites 
of society find vent in barbed words. If 
White's be the pleasanter dining-house, for 
supper there is only Crockford's. The effer- 
vescence of folly's fermentations explode no- 
where with a smarter detonation. To a man 
between thirty and fifty, sans White's point 
de salut But there is no salvation, between 
twenty and thirty, for a young fellow wh,o 
does not run the daily gauntlet of Crockford's. 
It is there the rust of homeliness will be 
* This sketch was written five years ago. 
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soonest rubbed off. It is there he will 
get rid of his inconvenient sense of right and 
wrong, and learn to mistake black for white, 
as well as to discriminate between rouge et 
noir. At Crockford's, he will make pleasant 
acquaintances ; and enable himself to discard 
his friends and disown his relations. 

Of all the juries into which society resolves 
itself, the verdict of the clubs goes farthest, 
perhaps, in determining a man's character, 
and assessing the value of his understanding. 
Half of the untraceable opinions of society 
emanate from these masculine strongholds 
like the mephitic gas engendered by the 
Grotta del Cane. No one can exactly say 
who decided the great Sophronius to be a 
pedant and a bore. It is a fact that few 
would have dared to be the first to whisper 
in Grosvenor Square, or to write from some 
aristocratic Castle. But, by a simultaneous 
murmur of the Carlton, Boodle's, and Ar- 
thur's, oppressed each in turn by the burthen 
of his company, the accusation transpired 
into the world, to be repeated from echo to 
echo; and nobody invites Sophronius to 
dinner this season, on the plea of—-" all the 
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world thinks him a bore : we will- ask a more 
popular man." . But for the plain-speaking of 
the clubs — in the mealy-mouthed days of 
Addison, for instance, — Sophronius would 
have gone to his grave with the reputation 
of being a very superior man, and the best 
talker of his day. 

Lord Harry, too ; — but for thd unholy in- 
quisition of the clubs, who would have found 
out the Lord Harry? A century ago, he 
would have lived and died a man of wit and 
pleasure about town, telling the very best 
stories in the very best manner, secretly as- 
sassinating the reputations of his friends, with 
a degree of spirit and address worthy a Nea- 
politan brigand ; publicly tomahawking and 
scalping only such of his enemies as the 
world is at no pains to defend, hitting those 
in the eye who had no friends, and kicking 
the man who was down without a chance of 
getting up again. 

Till he was five-and-twenty, Lord Harry 
was pronounced to be the best fellow in the 
world ; and at thirty, had progressed into the 
reputation of the most agreeable. No dinner 
complete without Lord Harry and his bm 
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rnots^ no party to the moors perfect without 
his capital stories ; and lucky was the park 
or castle which had secured him for its 
Christmas festivities or Easter fetes. When 
a royal party was expected, — that severest 
calamity which can befall a country house, — 
the first thing done was to implore the early 
arrival of Lord Harry, undauntable by even 
the unamusability of royalty, and possessed 
of a fund of gossip not only inexhaustible, 
but adapted to ears polite, ears politer, and 
ears politest. 

Just, however, as his lordship had attained 
the zenith of his fame as a wit and a charm- 
er, White's was undergoing one of those 
spasmodic attacks which, once or twice in 
the course of its existence, have caused it to 
relax in rigidity. A succession of east winds 
one March, accompanied by a severe influen- 
za, had carried off an unusual portion of its 
dowager dandies and delicate lordlings ; and 
Lord Harry, instead of the five premonitory 
black-ballings he had anticipated from jea- 
lous compeers, got in without a struggle ! 
About the same time Crockford founded his 
princely Acadimie des Jeuw^ and, from a mere 
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man about town, Lord Harry became sud- 
denly established as a Club-man. 

Three months afterwards, and he was a 
lost mutton ! It was not Hazard through 
which he fell from his high estate. He be- 
came a martyr neither to whist, ecarte, nor 
piquet. But no insolvent shifted by the 
Commissioners, no bankrupt cross-examined 
in Basinghall Street, endures a rougher sys- 
tem of browbeating than he who attempts to 
maintain the reputation of being supremely 
amusing among those whose business in life 
is to be supremely amused ; and Lord Harry, 
when weighed in the balance, was found 
wanting. 

Lord Harry was convicted of appropriating 
other men's stories, — of pilfering other men's 
jokes, — of fathering other men's puns, — of 
repeating other men's mystifications. The 
first time he attempted at White's one of those 
capital anecdotes which had been wont to set 
the dowager dinner-tables in a roar, he was 
assailed by twenty voices with " A Copley, a 
Copley! — Sir Joseph, Sir Joseph!" — the 
thing having originated in that very room, 
three seasons before. By degrees, as his 
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budget became unfolded, every article it 
contained was recognised as stolen goods, 
and appropriated to the rightful owner. The 
capital song was O'Callaghan's, — the epigram 
Luttrell's, — the hoax Sneyd's, — the bonmot 
Alvanley's; — not so much as the smallest 
joke of which hd stood possessed, could he 
venture to call his own. The hitherto tri- 
umphant Lord Harry was accordingly de- 
nounced as an impostor by those among 
whom wit must be spontaneous, and the im- 
promptu, if fait d loisirj fait d point ; the 
Helicon of White's being licensed to be 
drunk on the premises. 

But if some jays be plucked of their bor- 
rowed plumes on appearing among the proud 
peacocks of St. James's Street, a still severer 
fate attends those efflorescent talkers who 
would pass in society for habitual liars, unless 
protected by the Saxon cloth of gentlemen. 
At all times, London possesses one or two 
pleasant fellows, privileged by their ten 
thousand a-year, or peerage, or seat in Par- 
liament, whose inventive genius devotes it- 
self to talking novels and romances, instead 
of writing them. For a certain number of 
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seasons they are voted "excellent fun." By 
degrees approval deepens into wonder. People 
venture to appear surprised at such very ex- 
traordinary adventures having befallen, or 
come to the knowledge of a single indivi- 
dual ; and the world begins to smile, though 
aside, and politely. Unable to convict, it 
dares not accuse. 

But let such a man take up his parable in 
a fashionable club, and he will be called 
Lying So-and-so within a week ! — ^The name 
will, not banish him from society. As " Ly- 
ing So-and-so,'' on the contrary, he will be 
oftener invited, and more complacently lis- 
tened td, than when presuming to impose 
himself on society as matter-of-fact. But the 
world is on its guard. Nobody is obliged to 
believe. The verdict of the club has exer- 
cised the influence of an Old Bailey convic- 
tion ; and to have one's pocket picked by a 
notorious Barrington is a greater disgrace to 
oneself, than to the perpetrator of the act. 

It is aniazing the evil influence that may 
be produced in a club by the persistency of 
an obnoxious member, — some recognised 
bore, — some obstinate button-holder, — some 
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touchy fire-eater, — some man of slovenly or 
offensive habits, — who, having by oversight 
crept in, is there for the remainder of his 
days, neither useful nor ornamental, like the 
brazen statue in Hyde Park, which everybody 
wishes away, and no one is privileged to re- 
move. 

Snubbed at home, rebtitted in society, 
such an individual becomes permanent in his 
club. The more popular members put their 
heads into the room, and make a hasty exit 
on beholding him. The very waiters loathe 
the sight of him, as fatal to their interests. 
Night after night, they find him clear the 
gallery. The club becomes thin, clieerless, 
deserted. Nothing but death can stand its 
friend ; for an obnoxious member is sure to 
be as punctual in the payment of his sub- 
scription as though it were included in the 
Queen's taxes. And yet in an extreme case 
like this, homicide is not justifiable ! 

Not that the fellowship of a club begets 
more acquaintance between parties, other- 
wise strangers, than if they met in the pit 
at the opera. On the contrary, a man is 
more on his guard against an individual 
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of whose acquaintance he is undesirous, 
whom he constantly meets at his club, than 
if further removed. Among foreigners it 
would be diflScult, perhaps impossible, for 
persons to sit year after year in the same 
room, perusing the same newspaper, dipping 
into the same snuff-box, and warming them- 
selves by the same fire, yet preserving total 
alienation. But English phlegm is an un- 
failing amulet. Even as the sulphur of our 
seacoal fires is a preservative against the hu- 
midity of the climate, the reserve of our na- 
ture forms an antidote, or preventive check, 
to the sociability of the clubs. 

During the prevalence of the balloon 
mania, it was no uncommon thing for one or 
more of the ten individuals who chose to 
hazard life and limb for the pleasure of 
fluctuating a critical hour between time and 
eternity, to endure the novel sensations of 
the ascent and descent, — the risk, — the ex- 
citement, — the enjoyment, — without one 
syllable of intercommunication with their 
fellow aeronauts. There are Englishmen 
who have been known to suffer shipwreck, 
without any increase of familiarity with their 
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companions in peril. And, but for this im- 
pervious coat of mail, this buffalo-skinned 
habit of reserve, many fine gentlemen 
would be as shy of entering a club as a cho- 
lera hospital. 

Some men identify themselves with their 
club, as though it constituted a second fa- 
mily. The country baronet puts down the 
the name of his son at Boodle's the day he 
is breeched; and the London banker is as 
jealous of the credit of Arthur's as of his 
own firm. The admittance of some flashy 
man of fashion goes as much against the 
grain with him, as to the colonel of an in- 
fantry regiment the arrival of a new ensign, 
with horses, grooms, and a French valet. 
The United Service, the Oriental, possess an 
esprit de corps^ naturally arising from their 
specific nature ; and the man who says, " Yes^ 
I belong to the Cocoa Tree, and so did my 
father and grandfather before me," pronounces 
the words in a spirit of conservatism worthy 
the nobleman who adheres to his pigtail, and 
the nobleman who still adheres to his Hessian 
boots, fifty years after their abolition by the 
acclaim of the civilized community. 
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Others devote themselves to their cliib, 
as though it constituted one of the duties of 
life ; — and never does the legislative boss of 
John Bull, — the organ which causes him to 
enact statutes for the peeling of turnips, and 
render penal the ringing of dustmen's bells, 
— develop itself more strongly than in the 
fussiness of club committees. There are 
certain Tritons of the minnows who, having 
no establishments of their own to regulate, 
or being excluded from the regulation thereof 
by their own Xantippes, find their chief de- 
light in bullying the house-steward, and 
examining the items of kitchen accounts, — 
organizing the cellars, or lecturing the fish- 
mongers of the club to which they officiate 
as aediles. 

Officious members of this description ap- 
pear invaluable to those more indolent epi- 
cureans, thankful to anybody who will assist 
in greasing the creaking wheels of life, to 
render their own progress the easier. But the 
rising generation of the cliib, — ^the movement 
party, — the Young England of the commu- 
nity in its seal-skin coats and Chesterfield 
wrappers, — is sure to regard them as a drag- 
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cHain on the vehicle, — a nuisance to be put 
down by act of parliament. 

To men of business, a club is a relaxation; 
to idle men, part of the business of life. 
The great unpaid of rural legislation, bom, if 
squires, for the quorum, if yeomen, for church- 
wardens, — have in London life their proto- 
types in the monsters of nothings of a club 
committee. 

To others, the club is a whetstone for 
their wits. They frequent the Carlton or 
Reform to pick up political opinions, as pi- 
geon's peas. They go to the Athenaeum for 
their sententiousness, to the Garrick for 
their jokes ; and, if kept at home by indis- 
position, become as dull as a great man, or 
an actor imperfect in his part, who cannot 
catch the prompter's word. 

This accounts for the extraordinary varia- 
tions in the quality of town or country 
conversation in certain persons. The same 
individual, as stagnant in Hampshire as the 
lake in his own park, becomes lively and 
agreeable in Berkeley Square. In the coun- 
try, he wants the spur of his club, and lacks 
the varnish requisite to bring out his colours. 
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It is there he cuts the birch, or gathers the 
bunch of nettles wherewith to stir up the 
vivacities of others. Among his brother 
squires, he is too apt to have his own way, 
— which is anything but the way of the 
world. 

Next to freemasonry, there is lio species 
of delusion through which the fair sex is so 
grievously imposed upon by the dark, as the 
great mystery of clubs. It is a word flung 
in the teeth of women by father, brother, 
husband, friend. The polytheism of the bad 
old times assigned to the weaker sex a va- 
riety of religious duties or pleasures, secure 
from male intrusion. Now-a-days, there is 
not ti. single temple, the threshold whereof is 
sacred against the foot of man. ffe may 
intrude at all times, in all places; yet has 
arrogated to himself a sanctuary secure as 
the thrice-hallowed solitude of sovereignty. 

The most angry, the most jealous, the 
the most injured woman in the world, would 
not find courage to beard the lion in his den, 
and follow him with her reproaches or me- 
naces up the majestic steps of White's, or 
storm the citadel of the United Service, 

VOL. II. D 
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Imagine a wretched wife pursuing her truant 
husband into the play-room at Crookford's, 
or the muzz-room at the Athenaeum! — Af- 
ter torturing her soul out at home, Sir John 
Brute defies retort or reproach, by taking up 
his hat, and driving down to his club. No 
redress^ — no retaliation! He may remain 
there till the following day — leaving her 
ladyship to burst with rage at home, or sink 
under her mortifications. 

Even in lesser particulars, the club-man 
obtains undue advantage over his female ac- 
quaintances. L^lius, for instance, imposes 
himself upon the mediocracy of the Regent's 
Park as a man of wit and fashion : grieves 
with impotent familiarity for " poor Sydney 
Smith," quotes the aphorisms of Fonblanque, 
and talks of having "just left Bulwer.'^ How 
are the Irish dowagers, and Mrs. Brown 
Greens, to surmise that all these pretences 
begin and end in belonging to the Athenaeum? 

In the same spirit, the half-pay colonel 
pushes his way at Cheltenham by having 
" familiar in his mouth as household words'' 
the sacred names of those with whom he 
never stood between an Axminster carpet 
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and the ceiliog, save in the United Serviet 
club ; secure^ in iact» from detection of the 
cheat, by the very distinctness of position 
which must preTent them from coming into 
collision. 

Be not, however, these casual strictures in- 
terpreted into any disrespect for an institu- 
tion so essentially English as the club ; so 
essentially English, indeed, that, on whatever 
savage territory the Union Jack is planted, 
the first s3rmptom of British colonization is 
to set up a depot of British compounds ; the 
second, to "build a church ; and the third, to 
form a club. 

Clubs may be estimated as the fourth 
estate of the British Constitution : a moral 
exchange, for the traffic and barter of opinion. 
No man would be stupid enough to cry down 
clubs unless he had been black-balled at half- 
a-dozen. 

.Of those now flourishing in the metropolis 
which are free from the stamp exclusive or 
professional, if White's be the most select, 
Brookes's the most distinguished, and Crock- 
ford'^s the most brilliant, the Travellers' is the 
most amusing, because the most fluctuating. 

D 2 
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Every season brings its novelties from Paris, 
Vienna, Berlin, Naples, Constantinople, Pe- 
tersburg. Its cuisine is the most original, its 
habits the most desultory. The cut-and- very- 
dry old gentleman of more stereotypical clubs 
would scarcely endure this. But it is de- 
cidedly the one that does least towards con- 
tracting the opinions and imparting the ap- 
pearance of an automaton to the club-man. 



THE DINING-OUT MAN. 



A DIAEY. 



Thank heaven, the winter is over at last ! 
— Those country houses take too much out 
of a man, in return for what he extracts 
from them. It is well enough in those 
where one has the ear of the house, as 
well as the run of the house, — remaining a 
fixture, while successive parties of guests 
appear and disappear. For the same bon 
mots and good stories serve to amuse his 
Grace on Friday, which were tried upon the 
country-neighbour party with success, the 
preceding Monday, — as inoculation was at- 
tempted upon criminals, before the royal 
family were submitted to the prick of the 
lancet. More particularly when the whole 
set has been renovated. It is a bore to 
have some single gentleman, or stationary 
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Bwffre douleur cousin, on the watch for the 
point of every well-worn anecdote, — like 
people at a pantomime, familiar beforehand 
with the tricks. 

Still, even when one makes a hit, the 
wear and tear of the thing is prodigious. 
One goes through the work of three din- 
ners per diem ;— breakfiEust, luncheon, and 
dinner,— and all without refreshment ! In 
town, one has the chance of the clubs and 
morning visits to brighten one. But in a 
country house, where one can only rub up 
per aid of the new works and periodicals 
lying on the table, or visits shared in com- 
mon with the rest of the party, one must fiall 
back on one's own resources. 

This is the third Christmas I have spent 

at K Park; and, decidedly, I must 

provide for myself elsewhere next winter. 
Lord K is such a bore, with his ever- 
lasting relations. — ^That eternal brother and 
sister-in-law^ and the neighbours Sir John 
and Lady Wiseacre, seem as completely estct- 
blished there, as the £iimily plate ; and it 
is too much to expect a man to do the 
agreeable, year after year, to ^the same peo- 
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pie. I saw a smile exchanged between 

K and Lady Theresa, when I began 

my famous story about Perceval p-nd Mi- 
chael Angelo Taylor, as much as to say, 
" What, again V — And tlie Wiseacres, who 
are as rude as all the rest of the Shropshire 
squirearchy,, told me in plain terms one 
morning at breakfast, on my attempting to 
hitch in poor Copley^s capital pun about 
Vale Royal, that they had been circulating 
it all over the country ever since they beard 
it from my lips, five jesars ago ! — 

Bebu£& of that, sort are like a blow with 
a pole-axe. Next Christmas, I will try 
Yorkshire, Yorkshire is unbroken ground* 
They are hospitable people, with a good 
hearty, wholesome laugh iat one^s service, 
and a strong capacity for being amused ; and 
there is something exhilarating in a fresh 
audience. 

I am sadly afraid, meanwhile, that K 

Park was a failure! — I did not do M^hat 
was expected of me, or what I expect of 
myself. Several of the dinners were flat 
as the turbot ; and the Duke yawned fifty- 
four times during the two short days he 
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was there. I saw Lord K look at me 

reproachfully^ as much as to insinuate that 
it was my fault; and I have no doubt he 
said to Lady Theresa, "I would not have 
invited Prattles, if I had known how dull 
he was growing/* Whereas had not Lady 
Theresa and her husband been there, I 

should have done wonders. Wilmot K 

is the dullest fellow breathing; and Lady 
Theresa^s cold steadfast . eye chills one like 
a nightmare ! — 

{Mem. to book a good story of Lady 
Theresa's English nursery-maid, who calls 
the "nightmare" the " coach-mare,"— having 
caught the word cauchema/r from the French 
bonne.) 

To return to K Park. — It would be 

the deuce and all if a rumour should tran^ 
spire that our party was fiasco. I had been 
foolish enough to circulate, far and near, 
that I was going. It carries a respectable 
air to be engaged, Christmas after Christmas, 
to the same country-house. Should those 
yawns of the Duke's, therefore, get into 
circulation, the thing may cut me out of 
pleasant dinner-parties without end. 
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V As I mean dicidedly to drop K Parjc 

next year, I have a great mind to take the 
initiative, and proclaim that the party was a 
lost case. It will be laid to the Kennedys, 
who were there for the first time. For 
last Christmas, nothing could be more 
brilliant than we were ; and I was so uni- 
versally admitted to have been the life and 
soul of the party, as to have been invited 
to all Lady Hunchback's dinners last sea- 
son, solely on the strength of K ^ 

Park. 

Yes ! The Kennedys shall answer for it. 
They are vulgar, pushing people, trying 
everything that false finery will do, to climb 
into good company. It wont do. There 
is nothing in either of them congenial with 
the listless haut ton of the great world. I 
heard Lady Theresa whisper to the Duke one 

evening, ^'I never saw one of Lord K ^ 

parties turn out so ill. — ^Too miich quince 
in the apple-pie — too many monkeys in the 
menagerie ! — One keeps fancying that all 
those whom these people were invited to 
entertain, had sent excuses. We have got 
the chorus; but the soprano and prima donna 
are absent without leave.'' 
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. The Duke replied by one of his best- 
executed yawns!— And after that^ K 

expected one to be agreeable ! — ' 

Well, — no matter ! Parliament has met, 
and the dinners are beginning. No more 
country-house work till Easter, except for 
fox-hunters; and to amuse theniy heaven be 
thanked, no one ever dreams of inviting 
conversation-men. The whipper-in suffices. 

My first care at the commencement of 
the seaBon, is to look over my list, prepa- 
ratory to sowing cards for the dinner-crop, 
and a melancholy task it is! — ^Two or three 
of my best dowagers are pretty sure to 
have dropped in the interval, as is the case 
this very year. There is old Lady Fivecourse, 
in Berkeley Square, whose cook was really 
a meritorious artist, — a fellow who will one 
day rank with the Udes and Francatellis. 
I called at the door the other day, to in- 
quire what was become of him; and find 
that one of the eitecutors has bribed him 
off to Ireland ! T-his is a public loss. Be- 
sides which, the man himself is lost. Genius 
of that description requires an enlightened 
audience. The Irish are scarcely up to more 



THE WNING-OUT MAN. 59 

than roast and boiled. It is throwing pearls 
before swine to give them such a man as 
Survilliers, who has glimpses of real in- 
spiration. 

I confess I had looked forward to tnany 
more pleasant dinner-parties at Lady Five- 
course's. There was no more occasion for 
that woman to die ! — Though seventy-three 
she was strong as a setenty-four — {mem* 
book that !) — and might have lived to be a 
hundred. It was entirely her own doing. 
She woidd go dining out, when, with such 
a cook as Survilliers, it was her duty to 
dine at home. And then she called in a young 
apothecary, instead of adhering to Sir 
Thomas, who never does anything; so that 
his patients have some chance of getting 
through. I don't mean to be ill-natured; 
but if I were a man of sufficient cons^- 
qu^ice for my funeral to figure in the Morn- 
ing Post, with a list of the mourners,— 
" third mourning coach, the medical attend- 
ant of the deceased Earl, John Pillbox, 
Esq.'' — I would not employ a young apothe- 
cary, who knew that his connection in 
business might be established by such an 
advertisement. 
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Poor Lady Fivecourse !• — ^What a capital 
set one used to meet at her house ! — It 
was one of the places where I most en- 
joyed myself. Nothing but quiet, humdrum, 
mediocre people, who understood nothing 
but eating, and for whom one's oldest stories 
had the charm of novelty. 

I remember at a dinner in Berkeley 
Square, last April, setting the table in a 
roar with an anecdote, which originally set 
me up as a dining-out man, in the time 
of George the Fourth ! It was a story of 
Jekyll's ; but he never did it justice, his 
imitation of the brogue being wretched. 
It improved in my hands. There are some 
stories^ like some wines, which grow mel- 
low with travelling. I never told it better 
than that day at Lady Fivecourse's, for I 
was taking pains. Lord Grangehurst was 
there; and I was wild to get an invitation 
to his new house, with the style and 
splendour of which the newspapers had been 
boring one for the last year. The spec, 
prospered. I dined with him three times 
after Easter, and was asked to Grangehurst 
for the battue. But on the whole I was not 
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satisfied. His cellar is not what it ought to 
be. No man ought to pretend to Hock 
who is not certain that his grandfather 
saw it in bottle. 

What a sorry life should I have led of it, 
but for the lucky chance which gave me a 
cast in the Marquis of Woodbury's post- 
chaise, on our transit from Oxford on quitting 
college ! — Both were in high spirits, burst- 
ing forth like a fresh-opened bottle of cham- 
pagne ; and my companion fortunately mis- 
took spirits for wit. The mistakes of a 
young nobleman in the enjoyment of thirty 
thousand a-year are sure to find imitators. 
The women who wanted Woodsbury, whether 
for themselves or their daughters, protested 
that I was a charming companion; and after 
Woodsbury married, they did not think it 
decent to swallow their words, as they had 
swallowed mine. 

During the season of his bachelorhood I was 
invited everywhere. It disarmed suspicion, — 
that is, the pretty creatures fancied it disarmed 
suspicion — to say, "Mr. Prattles, are you 
disengaged on Friday? — We shall be de- 
lighted to see you at half-past seven. Lord 
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Woodsbury, will you do me the favour to 
meet Mr. Prattles?'' — ^though if, after my 
acceptance, it turned out that Woodsbury 
had a prior engagement, thdy took care 
to make my Tenison^ mutton, and my claret, 
ordinaire. They were practising on my in* 
experience, — and I, upon their cunning. 
But it was at the expense of these 
manoeuvres I learnt almost all I know of the 
ways of the world. 

I was such a boy, that they talked freely 
before me; making it tolerably clear, that ac^ 
cording to the code of &shionable hospitality, 
nobody must expect to be entertained, who 
cannot entertain in their turn, either by 
their invitations, or their power of shedding 
grace upon the invitations of others. 

This was a cruel lesson. Bachelor Cham- 
bers, I knew, were to be my destiny. I was 
as likely to have a mitre to give* away, as a 
dinner. I had no alternative, therefore, but 
to abjure the lordly haunch and luscious 
pine, and stick to loins of mutton carved 
hunchwise, and meally apples by way of 
dessert, — or study to become amusing. Any 
person of tolerable abilities may become 
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anything he chooses^ perforce of earnest- 
ness of purpose, — a stay-maker, or a Chan- 
cellor, or an opera-dancer, or a conjuror, 
or a quarterly reviewer, — no matter what ! 
It is only the enervation of indolence that 
causes one to lag in the van. Before the 
Woodsbury spec* was over, I had run over 
my part, and was almost perfect. I watched 
the conversation^men of the day. I studied 
their very studied mode of being unstudied 
in their wit. — ^I discerned the most natural 
mode of lugging in impromptus made at 
leisure. Mademoiselle Mars at sixty-five 
enacts the part of the ingenue, or simple 
young girl, better than all the little misses 
of sixteen on the Parisian stage. So the 
skilful professional wit throws out bait for 
his own puns, as Anthony sent divers into 
the river to attach fishes to his hook, 
when angling in presence of Cleopatra. 

There were giants on the earth in those 
days. There were some capital dining-eut 
men on the pav^. From pumiing Caleb 
Whiteford to racy Joseph Jekyll, — from 
polished William Spencer to unrivalled 
Shaq)e, — from Colman to Canning, — from 
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Luttrell to Alvanley, — from Copley to Ward; 
— there was talking going on in London 
every day, between six and nine, which it 
did one's heart hann to hear; so envious 
did it make one of their colloquial tactics. 

To attain high eminence as a diner-out, 
something more is required than the mere 
power of conducing to the amusement of the 
company. A very entertaining fellow, who 
is nothing but an entertaining fellow, and 
known to be in want of a dinner, may be 
asked once or twice, by way of lion, but is 
never tolerated as a regular dinner guest in 
our best houses. 

In the first place, the diner-out must eat 
like an epicure, and not like a glutton. A 
hungry man is not sufficiently at ease in his 
body, to be at ease in his mind. To be 
able to dispose of his own faculties, he must 
be in circumstances to appreciate the merits 
of the entree he is tasting, while the party 
is tasting his bon mots, — but not to be en- 
grossed by their excellence. His responr 
sibility to his host must preponderate over 
the exquisiteness of his palate. People do 
not like to throw away a first-rate menu 
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4]pon a man who does not know 
de veau. from sweetbreads, any more than on 
a fellow who sends his plate half a dozen 
times to the joint on the side-table. 

On this head, I had nothing to fear. I 
possessed what is called "a genteel inde- 
pendence." I was certain of my roast and 
boiled, fish and soup, at my own expense, 
all the three hundred and sixty-five days of 
the year. But what a prospect ! Roast and 
boiled from the 1st of January to the 31st 
of December, when so many stew-pans were 
simmering in the aristocratic kitchens of 
Great Britain ! Conscious that I had done 
nothing to deserve such a sentence at the 
hand of destiny, and feeling predestined to 
the salmi and the capUotadey by dint of fol- 
lowing up my vocation, I can safely say, 
that for the last six seasons, not a man in 
this gastronomieal metropolis has enjoyed a 
more universal acquaintance with the sauce-- 
boats of the great world. 

A vulgar-minded man, incapable of seiz- 
ing the lights and shadows of social life, 
thinks it enough to push on straight to the 
mark ; and, with a predetermination to be 
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entertaining, begins to open his budget be* 
fore the soup is off the table. Whereas 
there is scarcely more art required in dress- 
ing the dinner, than in addressing those who 
are invited to eat it. 

There are certain appointed epochs of a 
dinner, differing in different sets and coun- 
tries, appointed for the specific introduction 
of certain wines, — as sherry or madeira after 
soup, or hock between the courses. So also 
there are especial moments for the intro- 
duction of divers orders of anecdotes. The 
man who attempts a bit of scandal while 
the pates or cutlets are going their rounds, 
will find his risk rewarded by reproviiig 
sflence. People look as if they did not 
understand a word he was saying ; whereas 
if he wait till after the second round of 
champagne, he will set the table in a roar. 
Even the first will so far thaw the faculties 
or decorum of the party, that a significant 
smile may possibly repay his pains. 

Soup admits of nothing of more stirring 
interest than the weather. People are not 
yet at their ease. They have not recovered 
the ftisd of taking their places. They have 
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not got accustomed to their neighbours, or 
to the brightness of the dinner-room. They 
look blinky and perplexed; The edge of 
i^>petite9 too, must be appeased. A few 
mouthfuls of hot, clear, spring soup, or 
bisque tTecrems^es^ cheers up the spirits, and 
disposes to sociability. A sip of sherry per- 
fects the chanUk 

By the time turbot and its lobster sauc^ 
or Severn salmon and its cucumber, figure 
on your plate, you may venture upon politics 
and the news of the day* If a clever man 
be near- you, and you have important in- 
telligence in peUa, inquire of him whether 
}ie have anything new; then, with easy 
negligence, let fall the startling neWs that 
is *to fix every eye at table upon yourself. 
Choose that moment to take wine, * or to 
whisper confidentially to the servant behind 
your chair a request for a second inves- 
tigation of the fish-sauces. You .should ap- 
pear to be- anxiously interested in the coax* 
ing of your own appetite, when you an- 
nounce the abdication of the Emperor of 
Ouna» or that her Majesty's favourite parrot 
is ntting. All this, as stage effect, tends 
powerfully to the success of the piece. 
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Anything superlative in the way of wit 
should be reserved, like the hock, for the 
jincde of the first course. Even in the best 
regulated household, there occurs a ino- 
tnentary pause most propitious to the ex- 
plosion of a bon mot The host is grateful 
to you ; the maitre d'hdtel is grateful to you ; 
everybody is gratefiil to you. A minute 
later, and the bustle of placing the second 
course on the table would be fatal to the 
success of your attempt. 

That most disagreeable interruption at an 
end, the real business of dinner conversation 
begins. The tide is setting in. Till the 
rubicon of the second course is passed, your 
careful talker feels that all is preamble. It 
is not worth while to hazard anything 'of 
real excellence. It is waste of powder and 
shot to lavish pearls before the rapacious 
animals who think more of what reaches 
them through their lips, than through their 
ears. 

But after the pheasant, green-goose, or 
turkey poult, — after the/owrfw, cabinet-pud- 
ding, and Chambertin^ comes the tug of war ! 
Not only are the ears of the party opened, 
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but its hearts. People are ready to laugh 
at anything; yet not too merry to distin- 
guish between wit and humour, — an old 
story and a new anecdote. — With the orange 
jelly, you may whisper to a fair neighbour ; 
with the mkringues glach^ you may acquaint 
a dark one with some fact of foreign policy 
or fine*art fiddle-faddle, of which he was 
wholly ignorant. He will not turn sulky 
at finding you better informed than him- 
self. 

During a diner-out's first season or so, he 
takes almost as much pleasure in all that 
he causes others to swallow, as in all that 
he is swallowing. He enjoys his own stories, 
and his own success. But after making 
himself a name, after being cited here, there, 
and everywhere as the agreeable Mr. Prat- 
tles, the new Sheridan, the future Macaulay, 
he begins to grow nervous. He feels it 
necessary to talk up to his reputation ; and 
a duty is always irksome. One dull dinner 
would undo hiifa ! A party where the sound 
of knives and forks is audible from pauses in 
the conversation, reflects eternal disgrace on 
its component parts ; should it come to be 
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known that a regular diner-out was one of 
the offenders, he is a lost mutton, — that is, 
a lost buck. 

He accordingly begins to cram, as if read- 
ing for a degree, — saps scandal, and works 
up bis small talk as for the Seatonian 
prize. 

When first a man confronts the publicity 
of society, he is unable to distinguish its 
shades and gradations. Like a child con- 
templating the starry firmament, he be- 
holds millions of stars, and rates them 
alikoj incapable of distinguishing their gra- 
dations of magnitude. To make oneself agree- 
able at the dinner-table in certain circles; it 
suffices to read all the periodicals as they 
appear, to skim the daily papers, and be 
able familiarly to quote the jokes of the 
last number of the Quarterly ReTiew. In 
others, it is necessary to have written one 
of the showy flare-ups, to obtain the ear 
of 'the company; and to hazard any direct 
allusion to them, above alf to cite their 
witticisms^ or any other good thing that 
has appeared in print, would be destruc- 
tion. In such a party, a stale joke would 
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be thought as offensive as a stale John 
Dory. The stories narrated must have 
their bloom upon them, like the grapes; 
and every anecdote boast its virgin bouquet, 
like every bottle ot claret. Even a mo- 
derately witty thing, wholly new and in- 
edited, obtains a higher value than the 
best mot of Alvanley .filtered through the 
clubs. 

^As somebody was saying yesterday at 
WhiteX" observed a man at the capital 

table of the late Lord S , and was about 

to relate some thrice-told tale, when Lord 

interrupted him with, " If I wanted 

to know what any one said at White's, 
I would go there and hear it. I prefer 
something which you both think and say 
yourself, or, at all events, something new 
and original." 

Such a rebuff is too disagreeable to be 
wantonly provoked. For the same reason, 
nothing so stupid as to cram from such 
books as Walpole's Letters, or Selwyn's 
Memoirs^ or any other, not old enough 
to be forgotten. News i^hould be of Charles 
the Second's time or Queen Victoria's ; and 
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nothing in the way of crib can be safely 
hazarded later thau the times of George the 
First. 

Time was, that ten pounds' worth of 
French, from the usher of some preparatory 
school, was worth a whole season's en- 
tertainments ; and in the early part of the 
present century, more than one diner-out 
traded exclusively upon popular books of 
French memoirs, still unfamiliar to the jog- 
trot London world. They fished their 
gastronomy out of Grimod de la Reyni^re 
and Brillat Savarin ; their wit out of Grimm, 
Diderot and Mesdames du Deffant and 
D'Epinay ; their philosophy from L'Her- 
mite de la Chauss^e D'Antin, and their 
sentiment from Madame de Souza. 

Even our comedies were then ** taken 
from the French,"" without fear of reprisal. 
But now that every lawyer's <?lerk visits 
Paris at least once a-year, and that the 
Burlington Arcade and its libraries supply 
wit and information at three-and-rixpence 
per month, to all classes of the community, 
«. man attempting to dine out upon the 
Revue de Paris, Revue des deux Mondes, 



THE DINING-OUT MAN. 73 ' 

La Mode, and La Presse, would be coughed 
down. It is only some solemn review 
that dares put on its considering cap, and in- 
flict these stale scraps upon the public. For 
my part, having a reputation to sustain, 
I would not venture on anything, even 
wet from the press of Dumont or Lavo- 
cat. Several of the young members have 
over early sheets to brighten their speeches. 

I had once a severe lesson on that score. 
Everybody knows the story of Conversation 
B. strolling to the toilet-table of Conversa- 
tion S. one afternoon, where his card of 
mems. for the night was laid out with his 
pumps and white waistcoat ; conning by 
rote the topics to be dragged in, and pre- 
ceding iim in the various opera-boxes to 
which they were assigned ; so that every 
time the professed wit opened his lips, it 
was to recount some anecdote or bon mot 
which had been recited ten minutes before, 
by his rival. 

Exactly such was my disaster! — I had 
received one morning a batch of pamphlets 
from Paris ; and as usual, extracted the 
pith for my private use. The gems thus 
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strung together, I intended to powder over 
my conversation that day at one of Lady 
Cork's choice dinner-parties ; and had cou- 
sequently provided myself with nothing 
else. I entered her famous old china- 
gallery, on the divans and slender por- 
cupine-chairs of which I found scattered 
the best and brightest of the season. All 
was prepared, " the judges were met, a 
terrible show." 

Unluckily I came late, having been de- 
tained running my eye over my notes; 
so that when I made my entree^ that push- 
ing fellow L. had already the ear of the 
company. Judge of my horror when I 
found him giving tongue to one of my 
most striking novelties !— I longed to fly 
at him, and snatch it from his mouth,-<"a8 
one sees a sharp terrier when another dog 
has pilfered a bone from him. — But it was 
all in vain ! — He had taken the first move. 

Bon mot after ban mot did he let fly 
from his pigeon-trap, and every shot told. 
1 had nothing left. The fellow subscribed 
to the .same library as myself, — had ob- 
tained a view of the books four-and-twenty 
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hours before me,- — and reduced me to 
bankruptcy, 

• Cut up as I was, not even an incipient 
influenza which I pleaded, sufficed as my 
excuse with the old lady; and though I 
had the precaution to keep my chambers 
for a week, to give colouring to the pre- 
text, she never invited me again the whole 
season, except to one of those horrible 
oUa podHdds which she sometimes gave at 
the end of her dinner-weeks, to dispose of 
the fragments and drink the bottlings-up 
of wine. It may be supposed that I did 
not allow myself to be converted into quick- 
lime. 

Ill-natured people fancy that the life of 
a dining-out man is a life of corn, wine, . 
and oil; that all he has to do is to eat, 
drink, and be merry. I only know that, 
had I been aware ill the onset of life of 
all I should have to go through in my 
vocation, I would have chosen some easier 
calling. I would have studied law, phy- 
sic, or divinity. I would have contented 
myself with the circuit; I would have even 
gone the whole hog, and become a par- 

B 2 
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son, rather than enjoyed the Barmecides' 
feast of a diner-out. Eat and drink he 
may, but to be really merry I defy him — 
Viands and generous wines pass through 
his lips, without making the least impres- 
sion on his palate. His attention is pre-en- 
grossed. By venturing to dwell upon some 
dainty-dish, he is sure to lose the oppor- 
tunity of introducing some striking remark, 
or hazarding some neat little pun. His 
appetite is continually on thorns. His 
slice of venison is, perhaps, brought him 
just as he has launched into some capital 
story ; and he has only the alternative of 
spoiling it, or finding the fat of opaline opa- 
city when enabled to pay himself proper 
.attention. Now venison, like time and 
tide, waits for no man; and the stupidest 
ass of a country cousin may swallow it 
when the said fat is clear as amber, while 
the diner-out finds it gradually freezing 
upon his hapless plate ! — 

In the same way, one's iced pudding be- 
gins to melt while one finishes a series of 
reparties with some sharp opposite neigh- 
bour. I remember last season having an 
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uvalanche before me, that would ha^e cooled 
the fire-king only to look at ; and before I 
could command the use of my lips, the 
highway at Brentford was not more fluent 
than my plate ! — 

It is the custom, by the way, of quadrille 
dancers to be very scrupulous in engaging 
a vis'drma. Young ladies pretend that it 
is of as much consequence to them to be 
mated with an eligible opposite neighbour, 
as with an eligible partnen It is of fifty 
times as much importance to a dining-out 
man ! — What he says to his two next neigh- 
bours, however interesting, does him little 
or no credit with the party. But a con- 
federate opposite, is as invaluable ian ad< 
junct as the clown attending the horse- 
manship at Astley's. The whole audience 
is convulsed by the witticisms addressed to 
him. The table is in a roar when I happen 
to sit facing Smythe or Dizzy. In such a 
partnership, one loses nothing by a division 
of profits. 

On the other hand, it is a horrible trial 
of patience to bowl to an awkward bat ; 
or throw the ball which there is no one to 
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catch. Nothing mor^ bewildering than for 
a man who knows hinlself ta have been in- 
vited for the entertainment of the company, 
to get placed, through one of those blun- 
ders which so often occur in mixed dinner- 
pjsirties, next to some dtmny dowager — dun- 
ny in mind as well as body ; or opposite to 
a bevy of misses in muslin frocks, to whom 
it is not permissible to plead guilty of an 
idea. Conversation is out of the question. 
It is like singing with your face to a stone- 
wall. Every fresh attempt at liveliness 
is rewarded with a stare of stupid wonder ; 
and it is only when you make yourself com- 
prehensible to the meanest capacity by 
abusing the Weather, or canting about the 
state of the times, that you are rewarded 
with more than monosyllables in reply. In 
vain do you chafe and fret. Ydu have^ 
perhaps, half-a-dozen capital stories ferment- 
ing in your brains. Take my advice. Post- 
pone your triumph. Endure your total 
eclipse in solemn silence. It is useless 
attempting to make bricks without straw* 

One of my best houses is the Marquis Of 
Bexfield's. What a ch^, — ^what a maitre 
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(Thotely — what an establishment, — what a 
niaeter thereof ! Such a pleasant set, too ; 
— fine. people, who are not too fine, and 
coarse people, who are not too coarse. From 
the moment of crossing the threshold, one 
is conscious of a certain bien^tre pervading 
one's animal nature ; as in a warm-bath, or 
the sortie from a long sermon at Christmas, 
or in the dog-days. There are certain 
Capital dining-houses, such as that of the 
late Lord S. where gastronomy is made of 
too engrossing importance. One eats too 
critically, and grows nervous lest one should 
be betrayed into enjoying something which 
the knowing ones decide to be of moderate 
quality. In such a set, the conversation- 
man is of secondary importance. People 
are invited exclusively to eat and drink. 
The talker is there only to fill up the pauses 
between the numerous courses. At Lord 
Bexfield's, this is not the case. One stands 
one's ground with the bastions de volatile and 
Chateau margoua^. 

The only fault I have to find with his 
lordship's arrangements, is the multitude of 
plums in his pudding. He has too many 
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of US. The other day I dined there, ex- 
pecting to meet the Guernseys, the Mid- 
dlesexes, and others of that class, with whom 
I had noticed in the Morning Post, Lord 
Bexfield to have been lately dining. Not 
a bit ! Nothing but authors and diners- 
out, with their females ! — I never met a 
stupider set . of people. They all looked 
affronted at being asked to meet each other; 
and every time the door opened, I saw 
them looking out anxiously for some lordly 
or ladyly arrival. We were there to enjoy 
each other's society, to entertain each other; 
when every soul of us knew that not one 
of the party was a dinner-giver, and conse- 
quently deserving the attention of the rest. 
The utmost which any of them pretended 
to, was what is anomalously called a good 
plain cook !— (•/ Oh ! oh !'') 

I wonder whether the Maecenases of Ast- 
ley's Amphitheatre or Sadler's Wells would 
do so stupid a thing as collect their tumblers 
to entertain each other with feats of agility ? 
L e. to betray the mysteries of their calling, 
and allow a rival to discover how the fire 
was eaten, and how the eggs were balanced ? 
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— For my part I was once idiot enough to 
let fall one of my choice stories, one of my 
" gems for the season," before Punham, who 
most nefariously made it his own; and, as 
he goes among a set of people ignorant 
enough of the etiquettes of society to feel 
entitled to seize on all they hear, and ap- 
propriate waifs and strays, like Cornish 
wreckers, I had the agony of hearing one 
of my best compilations torn to pieces wher- 
ever I went, — served piecemeal, — and mar- 
tyrized by clumsy dealing in the operation, 
Punham used to sit by, listening with an un- 
tortured countenance; and, like the dis-* 
tracted mother, brought to light by King 
Solomon's division of the living babe in 
her presence, any one of common discre- 
tion might have recognised me, by my an- 
guish, to be the legitimate parent of the 
bantling. 

By the way, Punham has one terrible 
advantage over me. His seat in the house 
places him in the current of a thousand ru- 
mours, which I only receive by a side-wind. 
Punham knows on Monday, the scandal I 
am glad to repeat on Tuesday. I have been 
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sometimes ready to expire when, after firing 
great guns to dfaw the attention of the 
table to some little bit of news I had picked 
up in the afternoon at the Athenaeum, or 
some viiit, my nalration has been met with, 
" Yes ; I fancy it is true. Punham men- 
tioned it at Riddlesworth's yesterday at 
dinner." 

Parliament, too, keeps him out of the 
routine of nauseous humdrum — dowager- 
visits, to which I am harnessed. I have 
heard old Lady Clairville say to Aim, " Oh ! 
I always make excuses for y(m. I know 
how much you are taken up at the house f 
and while I wear my wits to the stump in 
fetching and carrying tittle-tattle for her, 
she invites Punham to all her pleasantest 
dinners, — he who never does more than 
leave a card at her door! — I have half a 
mind to renounce her set altogether; for 
I look upon Punham as a sort of extin- 
guisher chained to my flambeau. 

Would I could hope that her set would 
regret me, as I deserve to be regretted* 
But they pretend to call me a tale-bedrer. 
One day, when I was sitting there, that 
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saucy fellow, Sir Henry , began talk- 
ing about the legislative wisdom of putting 
to death all stray animals in the time of 
the Plague, protesting that more mischief 
was conveyed from house to house by idle 
in-and-out puppies, than by responsible, per- 
sons. I knew what he meant. I was al- 
most inclined to call him out. But I was 
to dine the next day with the Marquis, and 
did not want to injure my digestion. 

Those dinners at the Marquis's are my 
sheet-anchor ! — I dine at twenty other places, 
on the strength of them. It is not alone 
the excellence of my friend Casserole, or 
the splendid liberality with which the whole 
thing is conducted ; but, next day, — ^nay, 
for three days afterwards, — one is able 
to drop in at a hundred diflferent houses, 
letting fall incidentally something one heard 
or saw there as an excuse for a careless 
allusion to the dinner. 

Then comes the inevitable inquiry, " Did 
you dine there yesterday?" — " Yesterday, or 
Wednesday was it ? Yes, yesterday." — " And 
who had you V — " Not a very large party — 
the Duke of Wellington (or whoever may 
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be the lion of the day,) and a few others of 
one's own set/' 

I hardly ever knew the bait fail of a 
nibble. Slow people are fond of being 
able to say to the next equally humdrum 
morning visitor,— " Prattles has just been 
hwe,* He heard yesterday at Lord So-and- 
so V and next day one gets an in- 
vitation. The Marquis's dinner kittens half 
a hundred other dinners. 

I must own, however, that I had fewer 
on my list last season, than any preceding 
one. Did this arise from a diminution in the 
aggregate of dinners given, or of my own pop- 
ularity ? — The latter, I fear ! People get fan- 
ciful in the matter of their conversation men. 
Though certain dishes must recur and recur 
again in their menu every spring, — salmon, 
turbot, lamb, or turkey-poult, — they seem 
to think it necessary to have a change in 
their talkers. There is always some new 
man, — something that has taken an honour, 
— or returned from the North Pole or Tim- 
buctoo, — or written a book that has been 
exalted in the Edinburgh, or cut to mince- 
meat in the Quarterly,-^or blown up a fort 
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in Syria, — or created five hundred miles of 
railroad — or inherited half a million a year, — 
or run away with somebody's daughter, ovfrom 
somebody's wife,— or something wonderful 
or other, that entitles him to the venera- 
tion and dinners of an indulging public. 
With such a card in hand, our friends 
grow ungrateful, — forget how many a stupid 
party of theirs one's eflForts had redeemed 
from the yawns ; — and invite one to a family 
dinner ! I must do as poor Lady Cork 
used, when her popularity was flagging; 
mz, send an account to the newspapers of 
my own death, and next day the contra- 
diction. Something to this effect : — 

"We learn, with the liveliest regret, 
the death of that amiable man, and charm- 
ing companion, Alfred Prattles, Esq. 
Few persons could be so ill-spared from 
the symposia of social life ! Mr. Prattles 
has been for many years past recognized 
as one of the most distinguished members 
of the literary and fashionable world; and^ 
no party was considered perfect without the 
addition of his brilliant and highly piquant 
conversation. He was, perhaps, on the 
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whole, the liveliest talker of the day." — 
Evening Paper. 

Followed by '' It is with the most un- 
feigned satisfaction we learn that there is 
not the slightest foundation for the rumout 
of the premature decease of that highly- 
popular individual, Mr. Prattles. We had 
ourselves the satisfectioh of seeing him 
yesterday in St. James's Street, walking 
arm*in^arm with the Duke of Wellington ; 
nor can we sufficiently despise the callous 
and wanton levity with which certain per- 
sons for the furtherance of private pique, 
presume to harrow up the feelings of 
anxious friends by the circulation of re- 
ports of this cruel nature. We cannot 
sufficiently apol<^ze to our subscribers fot 
our insertion of so ill-advised a fabrica- 
tion.". 

I foresee from hence the compimctious 
visitings brightening up the damped affec- 
tions of my friends and acquaintance, on 
perusing such an announcement. 

"Poor Prattles!'' they will exclaim, "I 
don't know how it was, — I had not seen so 
nauch of him lately,— yet he is one whose 
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eompany is always aa aequisitioii,-*An amus- 
ing little fellow, — ^a man who knows OYery- 
thing, — a man whom everybody knows.r— > 
By Jove! I'll call on him to-morrow and 
ask him to dinner. 

Even those less-a£fectionately disposed 
towards me, even those who perhaps think 
me a bore, will be moved to ejaculate, 
" Poor little Prattles ! — ^After all there was 
more twaddling than mischief in his gossip. 
His tittle-tattle was only the labour of his 
vocation. He never did any harm, — that 
is, he never meant to do any harm. — If he 
sometimes administered .arsenic instead of 
magnesia, it was only through a mistake 
of the labels. He never poisoned people 
with malice prepense. And he was really 
very good fun in rainy weather in the coun- 
try, or when trying to sit his ,horse in the 
Park with his umbrella under his arm. — 
We could better spare a better man." 

And thei; one's works ! — ^The mcomeAt 
a literary man dies, and the newspapers 
take to getting up his memoirs, every 
little anonymous thing of merit that has 
been floating about for the last ten years. 
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is laid to his charge. The real author 
has always the power of establishing his 
right to his unclaimed dividends. — A let- 
ter to the editor from the " constant 
reader of his invaluable journal," inform- 
ing him in roundabout phrase that his 
facts are fictions, and his fictions rubbish, 
only serves to increase the interest of the 
paper. On the strength of my deceasOj I 
shall probably be ^charged with the author- 
ship of "Violet,'' or "The Vestiges of 
Creation.'' I have a great- mind to charge 
myself with " Fashionable Friends," or " The 
Nun of Arrouca," or "Agathonia." It 
might produce a newspaper controversy, cer- 
tain to bring all parties into notice. What 
neat little articles in the Examiner, Spec- 
tator, Athenaeum,. Atlas, and Literary Ga- 
zette, will endeavour to fix the cap upon 
the rightful head ! — What a bother in the 
magazines, -^ what solemn sneers in the 
Quarterlies. — I foresee a vista of dinners 
prolonged from the Easter feast to the July 
banquets of Lovegroves (when- the white- 
bait, like hobbledehoys, have outgrown their 
melted butter,) issuing from this lucky sug- 
gestion. 
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How I hate all those weekly papers, — 
with their " Library Tales/' and " Weekly 
Grossip/' and " Foreign Correspondence," 
taking the very roll out of one's mouth ! — 
The digestive doctors swear that the human 
constitution has never got on half so well 
since the elaborate process of modern gas- 
trononly in the form of sdups, gravies, and 
jellies, took half its labours out of its hands. 
They protest that the epigastric functions, 
not having enough to do, prey upon them- 
selves, and consequently do mischief. The 
processes of the human mind are vastly 
analogous to those of the human stomach. 
When people used to work hard in the 
pursuit of knowledge, a healthy appetite was 
engendered ; and it is only since the hashes 
of literature came to be constantly served 
at our tables, — scraps of poetry, romance, 
or history, enhanced by the peppery sauce 
of the reviewers, — that we lost all taste for 
the wholesome learning, the solid sirloin of 
the historian, the homely batter-pudding of 
Mrs. Trimmer and Mrs. Chapone. 

Above all, the impertinent celerity with 
which these placardersof literatui-e send flying 
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all abroad news of the birth of every chef-- 
d'cmwe^ and the suicides of rash authorship, 
is enough to distract one. — Five-and-twenty 
yeaCrs ago, people took a couple of months 
to decide whether it were worth while to 
send to Hookham's for the new novel ; and 
six weeks after the publication of Southey's 
last epic, used to be asking each other 
whether that strange man, who wrote Es- 
priella's Letters, had not been attempting 
something new?— Now, the review of a 
new work in the Quarterly is announced 
simultaneously with the new work ; and the 
march of intellect makes its way into every 
hole and comer, in more than double-quick 
time. 

My little trips of discovery to Paris, for 
the importation of "novelties of the sea- 
son," are now of no more use than if I 
marched up Highgate Hill and doxni again. 
Nothing nearer than Constantinople is in 
the slightest degree available. Between 
steam-navigation and yachting, the Mediter- 
ranean is grown as vulgar as the Nore. 
Could the ghost of Captain Cook arise to 
inquire why it has never been laid in West- 
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minster Abbey, haw astonished it would be 
to-fiirf people steaming it over the Red Sea, 
as eaaly as they used to row, in his time, 
over Chelsea Beach ; and the name of Poly- 
nesia as famiUar in their mouths as that of 
Polly Peachum !-*sI am thinfcing of a tour 
fbr next autumn (if the umtimely-deeease 
scheme do BOt fructify), and cannot for the 
siHil of me hit upon anything sufficiently 
exclusive to give, a fillip to public curiosity, 
or pretend to being written up by the Quar- 
terly. 

The only spot of earth concerning which 
St. James's Street and Belgrave Square 
know nothing, is the City of London. I 
have a vast mind to try, ^ Travels to the 
East; With Sketches of Smithfield and 
THE Barbican; by one of the Opera-tive 
class." One might furbish up famous anti- 
quarianisms out of the Gentleman's Maga- 
zine, about Crosby Hall and Winchester 
House, — and bring in a host of savoury 
little compliments to the various companies, 
and different aldermen, certain to bring 
down coveys of dinners ! — I smell turtle and 
venison in the very promise ! — ^The Albion 
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— Bleaden — Birch, are indeed august names ! 
— Comhill, promiseth com in 'Egypt; — 
Smithfield, marrow and fatness ; — Warwick 
Lane, manna. — The city must necessarily 
abound in byres and cellars, — fat beeves, 
and strong beer. Fish ought never to be 
eaten westward of Temple Bar ; and albeit, 
the Bank and Stock- Exchange make their 
turtle soup, like their twenty per cent., out 
of calves' heads, there are capital little fricots 
tossed up in the Poultry. — Yes, — decidedly, 
if a supposititious demise do not mend my 
fare, I will try the Eastern circuit. 

The town is wretchedly in want Of a 
startle. Society is miserably drowsy. The 
great deficiency of the English mind is in- 
vention. The country is fall of originals ; 
yet collectively, we are the most jog-trot 
nation in Europe. But does it become me 
to point out a defect, but for which, there 
would be an end to the vocation of the Piqtie 
assiette, or Dining-out Man ? 
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Death hath its vanities, and Mutes are 
of them ! — Which of us has not been startled, 
on some bright midsummer morning, when 
the sunshine streams, as with a vengeance, 
on the glowing pavement, or on one of those 
still more gorgeous days of autunm, that 
seem purposed to shed their rays on dahlias, 
sunflowers, hollyhocks, and other gauds, by 
the contrast of two masses of gloom, sta- 
tioned in stedfast sadness on either side the 
entrance of some human habitation; types 
of the* sorrow that weepeth within; or, it 
maybe, indications to the hearse and mourn- 
ing coaches at what door they, are to stop, 
in order to receive as a senseless burden 
what was wont to step forth, animate and 
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cheerful into the sunshine, over that accus- 
tomed threshold ? — 

These sable statues are the Mutes of a 
funeral ceremony! — Habited from top to 
toe in suits of sables, their faces composed 
to decent sjmapathy with the lugubrious 
ceremonial of the day, they assume their 
post shortly after daylight, in order to pre- 
serve tranquillity around the house of 
mourning ; an aim accomplished by hanging 
out a banner of woe, which never fails to 
collect upon ' the pavement before the door 
all the errand boys and idle apprentices of 
the neighbourhood; the young children to 
gaze with wondering eyes upon those myste- 
rious symbols of death; the elder ones to 
gossip over the name and nature, demise 
and sepulture, of the defunct, — of what 
doctors he died, to what heirs his lands and 
tenements are to descend. 

The milkwoman stands, open-mouthed, 
to listen ; while into the basket of the trans- 
fixed greengrocer's boy (whose eyes are 
fascinated by those living signposts of the 
dwelling whose wine^cup is a chalice of 
tears) dive the cunning fingers of a ragged 
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urchin, to whom green codlings are as for- 
bidden fruit ; and a squabble ensues between 
the juvenile delinquent and the careless 
errand-boy. Some of the bystanders take 
part with the victim, some with the thief. 
Like the debates of a higher place, argu- 
ment soon degenerates into vociferation. 
All threaten, all bawl, all bellow. The 
tumult demands the interference of a police- 
man. And all this uproar, because the 
vain-gloriousness of human nature requires 
that a door whence the dead are about to be 
borne forth to decay, should be pointed out 
to vulgar notice by the attendance of those 
twins of Erebus, a couple of undertaker's 
Mutes !— 

Yet, how wondrous the genius of these 
professionals ! Throughout the street-brawl 
that grew, shouted, and subsided, before 
their eyes, not a token of human frailty in 
their stedfest countenances ! They took no 
part with either the Captdets or Montaguss 
of the mob ; the Neri^ or chimney-sweeps, 
the BiancJii, or bakers' boys. They looked 
on unmoved, like marble effigies upon a 
tomb* Their eyes so much as blinked not ; 
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their yery noses refrained from contemptuous 
commentation : they kept silence, yea, even 
from good words : — they were Mutes ! — 

Let it not be inferred, however, that 
Mutes are an inevitable fringe upon the 
sable garment of death. On the continent 
of Europe, their office is performed by proxy. 
On the day of burial, funereal draperies 
(black or white, as the sex and age of the 
defunct may be) are suspended, at early 
morn, across the ground floor of the house 
of death ; which, being level with the cause- 
way, and undivided from it by an area, is 
easily attainable. This drapery is of serge 
or velvet, plain or garnished with silver, 
according to the means of the family. For 
the noble, it is furthermore adorned with 
heraldic escutcheons;, by the opulent, it is 
even overscattered with silver tears and 
palms of triumph. 

For though " dust to dust" is the univer- 
sal sentence of mortality, there is dust and 
dust ! — There is the diist of Rothschilds, and 
the dust of paupers. There was the dust of 
Dryden, which was bandied about for burial 
between the poverty of his family and the 
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brutal jests of an insolent lordling; there 
was the dust of Frauenlob, the Minne- 
singer, borne forth by the fairest damsels, 
clad in white, chanting his own sweet songs 
to the place of interment. There was the 
dust of Sheridan, snatched from the hands 
of the bailiff to be escorted to the immor- 
tality of the Abbey, by dukes ,and earls, 
eager to catch the reflection of the last 
gleam of his renown : and there is the dust 
of those whose coffins are made the rallying 
point of the seditious, who shake their 
clenched fists at government and spit their 
venom at the throne, under sanction of a 
hat- band and weepers. 

But there is also the dust of the poor and 
nameless: — ^people, whose career on earth 
has been one of duty and submission ; — 
people, over whose casual coffin the hearts 
that loved them have not leisure to break, 
lest those should starve who depend upon 
their labours for daily bread. These must 
be thrust into the grave in haste. These 
leave no memory to the multitude. In 
foreign lands, they boast no drapery of the 
pompes funebre^ aboye their doorway ; at 
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home, no nodding plumes. No ragged 
throng gathers before their threshold to see 
the coffin, covered with a parish pall, paraded 
beneath the " lidless eye of heaven.*' The 
holiness of solitude is there, even amid the 
crowded city. Nature herself hath stationed 
beside their door, the unseen Mute. 

It is often said that a man must be bom 
an artist. Surely a Mute also must be a 
Mute by imprescriptible right ? There is no 
accounting for tastes — there is no accounting 
for trades. To be a butcher, a dentist, a 
surgeon, a scavenger, may be " the gift of 
fortune f but, to be a Mute at a funeral, 
must " come by nature." 

What but the decree of Providence can 
create that rigid immobility of feature— -that 
leadenness of eye^ — that stoniness of brow — 
that more than military uprightness of 
deportment ; not altogether like the African, 
" God's image cut in ebony," but an abdtrac* 
tion of sable woe, scarcely vivified by the 
touch of life. A mummy has more anima- 
tion in it than the accomplished Mute in 
the discharge of his duties; and when sta- 
tioned beside some aristocratic doorway in 
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St. James's Square {to bespeak reverence 
for the ennobled day, covered with crimson 
velvet glittering with cherubim of gold), the 
black marble figure of a knight templar, 
upon his tomb in some mildewed cathedral, 
is not more rigidly unexirtent than the well- 
drilled Mute. 

Accident, however, hath sometimes crea- 
ted the singular individual which one might 
suppose a forethought of Providence. 

In a cheerful, sunshiny cottage, on the 
Sev^n side, there once rolled upon the 
floor a chubl^ child, whose skin was glossy 
with healthfulness, whose eyes were bright 
with joy ; whose voice was a carol, whose 
cheek red as the apples clustering in the tree 
that spread its knotty, shapeless branches 
beside the little homestead. 

Jem Willett was a pledge of joy to his 
parents, — for he was a first-bom ; a ray of 
the sun of promise, which, in the early 
days of matrimony, beams alike for rich 
and poor ; and be was dandled by his father, 
and hugged by his mother, till a little Jack 
came to claim a share in the family endear- 
ments. 

p 2 
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Still Jem was the favourite. He was the 
first ! He was such a merry, lightsome-heart- 
ed, little fellow. Nor was it till a whole tribe 
of Toms and Neds, Bets and Sals, put forth 
equal rights with himself to slices of the 
brown loaf, that poor Jem's humble gar- 
ments were sufiered to go ragged, and he was 
allowed to crawl to bed with the rest, unblest 
by the caresses of a parent. But what lei- 
sure had father or mother for domestic love ? 
— ^Their bread was embittered by its scanti- 
ness. — ^The staff of life was a slender staff in 
their hands. — Taxed to support the waste 
and wantonness of the great castle whose 
towers were visible from their cottage door, 
the loaf, which was their luxury, scarcely 
sufficed their wants : and how could they be 
expected to love the children whose cries of 
hunger distracted their poor hovel? — The 
caress became a cuff; the tender word, a 
curse. — The children were sent out to work. 
— It was something that they were not sent 
out to beg ! — 

Yet, in spite of these clinging cares, there 
was an inborn joyousness in poor Jem Wil- 
lett's nature, that would not be repressed. 
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He seemed to whoop -^iit^'J^ll^cl' the |ai^i^ 
for his rags; and even want sat so lightly 
on him, " that his cheek so much as paled 
not." A better fortune seemed reserved for 
him, than for his brother and sister starve- 
lings. While one or two were draughted 
into a factory-team of drag-children, while 
Jack became a cow-boy. Bill a climbing-boy, 
and Tom the drudge of a collier's barge, Jem 
(who was growing up what the linen-drapers' 
advertisements call "a genteel youth") was 
apprenticed to a carpenter: apprenticed by 
the benevolence of the parish, which was 
now sole proprietor of Richard Willetfs 
lame widow and fifteen children, the hus- 
band and father having fallen a victim to 
small gains and a large family, — ^high rent, 
and low fever. 

Jem was now the happiest of boys ; that 
is, he had as much bread as he could eat, 
and a little more work than he could do^ 
But a humane, intelligent master put him in 
the way of doing it in the best manner. He 
was an improving lad. By the time he was 
out of his apprenticeship, he became a good 
workman. Bill had been put out of his 
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flue, bel<mgiDg to the county member, at 
Marrowbone Hall, — ^Tom had fdlen over- 
board, after a severe banging from his tjrant, 
and was gone to feed the lamprejs of the 
Severn. — Jack was becoming almost as great 
a brute as the beasts he tended ; — and the 
factory brother and sisters were slaved, 
gassed, and drubbed into a transfiguration 
tripartite of the yellow dwarf. But Jem 
was gay and rubicund as evw; well-grown, 
well-fed, well-taught, — a good-humoured, 
good-looking fellow as ever breathed. 

Unluckily, the result of this even temper 
and comely aspect, was an early marriage. 
On finding that he could earn eighteen shil- 
lings a week, one of the prettiest lasses in 
Gloucestershire persuaded him that it was 
too large a sum for his single enjoyment ; 
and Jem Willett, like Richard Willett be- 
fore him, became a father at so early an age» 
that there was little chance of his surviving to 
become a grandfather. He chose to gird on 
the crown of thorns, without allowing time 
for the previous expansion of its roses. He 
chose to jump from boyhood to middle age. 
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without allotting a momeut to the pleasures 
of youth, 

NeyerthelesSy the plane and the chisel 
sped prosperously. Jem was never out of 
employ, — ^never sick, — never sorry. Chil- 
dren came ; ay, and on one occasion, twins, 
who seemed to bring a blessing with them ; 
for Jem Willett's household throve in pro- 
portion to its increase.* 

But, alas ! the sin which — ere the founda- 
tions of this earth were laid — marred the 
harmony of primeval heaven, is still predom- 
inant below. — ^The Willetts were ambitious ! 
Jem's pretty wife had been three years in 
service in London, before a visit to her 
friends in Gloucester converted her into the 
vnfe of the handsome young carpenter. 
Poor Mary could not forget Cheapside ; and 
had a natural hankering after St. Paul's 
Church -yard. The High Street of Gloucester 
was not worthy to hold a candle to the 
Strand, among whose gay haberdashers' 
shops her green and salad days had passed. 
In the clear atmosphere of her country 
home, she pined after the smother of the 
metropolis ; and, like others of her sex, from 
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Eve moderriwards, contrived to win over her 
partner to her fault. 

Her faithful Jem was accordingly taught 
to believe that there was no promotion for 
him in a country town ; that so good a work- 
man might enjoy, in London, the wages of a 
cabinet-maker ; and that two days' journey 
with his family, in the Gloucester wagon, was 
all that was wanting to convert his eighteen 
shillings per week into six-and-thirty. They 
were before-hand with the world. They had 
seven-and-forty pounds to draw out of the 
savings' bank, to establish them in London. 
It showed a poor heart, according to Mary 
Willet, to sit down contented with their 
humble fortunes, when " happiness courted 
them in its best array." 

After some prudential misgivings on the 
part of Jem, the woman, in short, persuaded 
him, and he did go. Their goods and chat- 
tels were sold off at considerable loss, but 
still so as to add some pounds to their capi- 
tal ; and having put money in their purse, 
and stowed away their five children under 
the awning of the wagon which was to prove 
their chariot of fortune, away they snail's- 
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paced it, along that great western road 
which has conveyed to Hyde Park Comer 
so many aspirants after metropolitan promo- 
tion. 

Few are destined to reach it in such 
piteous plight as Jem Willet and his wife ! 
— Within eight miles of London, thanks to 
an insufficient lantern and inefficient wagon- 
er, the huge vehicle was overturned into a 
pavier's hole, and Jem all but crushed into 
nothingness, by the weight of a huge bale of 
merchandise. 

The infant in his arms never breathed 
again ! The mangled father was transported 
upon straw, in a light cart, to St. George's 
Hospital, with his family, all of whom were 
more or less injured by the accident ; 
and, at the expiration of a year from their 
departure from the country, the Willetts 
were settled in a squalid lodging of a by- 
street in Chelsea, with three out of their five 
children remaining, and two pounds ten, out 
of their forty-nine. 

There was misery in the little household 
— ^past, present, and in expectation. It was 
in vain that poor Mary cursed her restless 
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spirit as the cause of all. Her self-accnsa- 
tions yielded no fuel to their empty grate ; 
no food to their hungry niouths. A severe 
injury received by Jem in the right shoulder, 
at the time of his accident, incapacitated him 
for the carpenter's bench, and all other man- 
ual labour ; nor could the poor t)eople devise 
any mode of gaining a living for a man 
who was no scholar, and had not con- 
nexions to back him in applications for em- 
ployment, as light porter to some house of 
business. 

It was a sorry time. The winter was a 
hard one, — their money .gone; even the last 
half-crown in their little treasury had been 
changed to purchase provisions for the day. 
Mary was eager with her husband to make an 
application for parochial relief, such as might 
be the means of getting them passed back 
into Gloucestershire. She knew they should 
be no better off there than in London. But 
it was their otvn place. They should hear 
familiar voices ; their eyes would rest upon 
fsimiliar spots,— their hands be clasped in 
those of the humble friends of their child- 
hood. There, would be somebody to look 



THE MUTE. 107 

upon their half-starved babes, and say, " God 
speed them!" 

But Jem resisted. Though his early con- 
dition had familiarized him with the shame 
of pauperism, yet the independence his own 
exertions had since achieved, had taught 
him pride. It was pleasanter to hope, — r 
It was almost pleasanter to starve, — than 
confront that bitter tribunal, 9* Monday 
board. 

Another day came; and Mary, who had 
looked so wistfully upon the last half-crown 
ere she could make up her mind to change 
it, found herself looking, with exactly the 
same shuddering, upon their last sixpence! — 
In the interim, their prospects had darkened. 
Jem had been refused work in various quar- 
ters, where he had flattered himself his crip- 
pled powers were still available. 

" You don't look strong enough!" was the 
universal reply; and on returning from a 
grocer's, in Whitechapel, to whom he had 
taken a recommendation for employment in 
his warehouse, he £Dund the eldest girl, a 
delicate slip of a thing, unable to bear up 
against the squalor and wretchedness with 
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which she was surrounded, suffering under a 
violent attack of ague ; the disease, of all 
others, requiring the administration of whole- 
some nourishment* 

"She will die, — she will follow her bro- 
ther and sister!" faltered the poor fellow, 
rushing firom the house, determined to seek 
for his sick child the parochial aid he had 
been too proud to seek for himself; and as 
he went along, the temptation was almost too 
strong to escape from the slow figonies of 
life, by plunging himself headlong into the 
Thames, that ran, temptingly, within reach. 

It was December; and the dingy waters 
rippled on, like the waves of an unclean 
element, under a heavy autumnal fog that 
shut out all prospect of the sky. How 
different from the dancing waters of his own 
translucent Severn; the friend and com- 
panion of his merry childhood! — The re- 
miniscence brought back careful thoughts of 
his dead brothers ; — of his old mother, the 
inmate of a poor-house, — of toil and sorrow, 
hunger and cold, — till Jem Willett could 
not help feeling that it was a sorry world for 
those who, like himself, were bom to work 
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out the condenmation of the first human 
sin^ 

His eyes were red ^th unshed tears, hi^ 
liose blue with heart-chill and a north-west 
wind, his features pinched, his looks meagre; 
it might almost be added, his " bones were 
marrowless — his blood was cold." Yet a 
sort of fierce striving againist evil fortune, 
caused him to maintain a firm demeanour, 
and erect his head to the utmost stretchy 
as he was about to enter the workhouse- 
gate. 

Such was the origin of the after fortunes 
of Jem Willett ! — Ere he crossed the fatal 
threshold, he foimd himself civilly accosted 
by a solemn individual, who announced him- 
self as " Mr. Screw, the eminent Knights- 
bridge upholsterer ;" and the long rambling 
conversation that ensued, ended in Jem 
Willet's quitting the premises, ** attached to 
the establishment " of his new acquaintance, 
at twelve shillings a-week wages, and the 
promise of advancement. 

He was about to be converted into a 
Mute! 

Jem was to enter upon his functions on 
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the moiTow. He was in fact as great an 
acquisition to Screw, as Screw to him. The 
Knightsbridge upholsterer and undertaker 
having been bereaved of one of his standard 
Mutes, by the great master and commander 
of his gloomy trade^ was sadly at a loss for a 
fellow of sufficiently doleful countenance 
to match the fine funereal face of the sur- 
vivor. 

" Poor Bill Hobbs, who was dead and 
gone, was a treasure ; a man whom it 
brought tears into the eyes of the multitude 
to look on. He confessed he never expect- 
ed to find an adequate substitute for Bill 
Hobbs. All he could expect of his new 
adherent was, to do his best, -r^ that is, look 
his worst ; and if he gave satisfaction 
to the customers, he might count upon 
eighteen shillings a-week, at the close of the 
winter. Perhaps if the influenza was about 
and it proved a good burying season, some- 
tiling might be done sooner." 

Poor Jem was beside himself with joy! 
Such an unexpected stroke of good fortune, 
— such manna in the desert, — such com in 
Egypt ! — His wife wept for gladness when 



THE MUTE. Ill 

she heard of his promotion. To be sure, it 
was not exactly the line of employment he 
would have solicited ; not exactly the duty 
that the fair, chubby, laughing Jem seemed 
brought into the world to perform. But 
misery brings down the spirits to an incalcu- 
lably low level ; and Jem seemed to fancy 
it might be satisfactory to his poor disabled 
frame, to array itself in a decent garb of 
woe, and stand sentinel at the gates of 
death. 

During the first week, he gave unqualified 
satisfaction. No advance having been made 
to him by Screw, whose name was prophetic 
of his nature, Jem had to endure the tor^ 
ment of taking up his position of a foggy 
morning, without having broken his &st, 
after sitting up all night beside the pallet of 
his groaning child ; and so piteous was his 
countenance, under sorrows and privations 
thus accumulated, as to excite the envy of 
his sable brother, as well as the admiration 
of his new master. 

Screw looked upon him as a Mut« of 
genius. His countenance was something 
between that of Quixote, Reynolds's Ugo^ 
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lino, and the man who "drew Priam's curtain 
in the dead of night.** His stomach was 
empty; his heart sinking with the idea 
of the family affliction, of which he was the 
outward and visible sign ; his soul sickening 
at the whispered allusions of his professional 
brother on the opposite side the door, to 
" stiflTuns and black jobs, shrouds and wind- 
ing sheets, pickaxes and shovels !'* The last 
funeral in which Jem had borne a part, was 
that of one of his own beloved babes ; and 
he could not hear a coffin made a theme for 
jesting ! 

Mr. Screw and his men, when they drew 
up the hearse and mourning coaches to the 
door, were as much struck with the appro- 
priate air and features of the new Mute, as 
some might be by the proportions of the 
Venus de Medicis. He was an honour to 
the profession ; — tall and solemn as a cypress ; 
— a frontispiece, foretelling the nature of a 
tragic volume. Screw even went so far as 
to advance him eight shillings, for the use of 
his family, on the Thursday night ; an act of 
liberality unprecedented in the annals of his 
establishment. Nay, as the scarlet fever was 
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rife in Chelsea, before the close of the month, 
the new ]V|ute was raised to the promised 
modicum of eighteen shillings per week. 

All now went well in his little household. 
The young ravens were fed, and Mary's 
clothes gradually returned from the pawn- 
broker's ; and though Jem's vocation was 
still loathsome to him, — though he could 
scarcely restrain his tears when he saw white 
feathers nodding over the vehicle that bore 
forth the little coffin of some only hope from 
the roof of its parents, to be cast into the 
wintry earth, — the sensibility which made 
his calling thus distasteful rendered him 
invaluable to his master. 

While the Mutes of other establishments, 
or former Mutes of his own, degraded their 
scarfs and hatbands, by being seen tossing off 
a glass of gin or a well-crested pot of porter, 
with their insignia of office fluttering about 
them, thereby bringing into discredit the 
pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious 
undertakership, Jem was always dumb as 
death, and moulded in clay that required no 
wetting. He was, in fact a model-Mute. 

The merits of the man perhaps contri- 
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buted something to the prosperity of the 
master ; for, in the course of a year or two^ 
Screw remoTed from his suburban abode to 
one of the handsomest streets at the west 
end ; set up a shop, with a gothic front, on 
whose door, in lieu of panes, there figured 
two funeral escutcheons ; with death's head, 
cross-bones, and " Remrgam^ painted, 
achievement- wise, on one ; and a street-door, 
guarded by two Mutes, holding handker- 
chiefs to their eyes, on the other — for the 
off-Mute of which pictorial representation, 
Jem Willett was supposed to have sat to the 
artist. Above the escutcheons, was inscribed 
in letters of gold, " Funerals Performed."-*- 
Performed ! — ay, just as Macbeth is " per- 
formed" by Macready, or Nicholas Flam by 
Farren : —on the other windows were pasted 
announcements of " Houses to Let ; fur- 
nished or unfurnished ;" Mr. Screw having 
taken upon himself the trade of providing 
mansions for the quick, as well as for the 
dead. 

Upon his removal to this aristocratic ware- 
house, Screw felt in conscience boimd to 
raise the wages of his Mutes to the level of 
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those besto^^ed upon their black gentlemeEby 
Gillow, Banting, and oth^ &8hionable pur* 
Tejors to the last imnts of humanity ; and 
Jem, in the enjoyment of thirty shillings 
per week, lost all recollection of his former 
woes. 

''Who was it persuaded you to come to 
London, I should like to know?" — was now 
the fuYourite query of his wife. " How 
would a workman, with his bread-winner dis^ 
abled, have found means of earning thirty 
shillings a-week, in Gloucester?'' 

And if Jem refrained from replying that, 
had he never come to Lon'on, his shoulder 
would never have been broken in the socket, 
when he might have enjoyed the same wages, 
with a less noisome occupation, it was be- 
cause he was too good-natured to cause 
vexation to his vrife. 

The Willetts had now their share of the 
good things of this world. They ate, drank, 
and were merry. After burial-hours, Jem 
might be seen taking his pipe and glass, in 
vrinter at "The Undertakers' Arms,'' in 
summer at "The Adam and Eve'^ tea-gar- 
dens. Care came no longer near him. He 
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said to himself, " Soul, take thine ease," — 
and his soul did as it was bid ! — 

But, alas ! ruin was laying a train under 
his feet ! — Amid all this jollification, his fea- 
tures lost their sharpness, — ^his complexion, 
its pallor, — ^his limbs, their dignified gaunt- 
ness. The ruddy tints of his Severn days 
came back in undiminished brilliancy ; nay, 
his very nose became " celestial rosy red." — ■ 
An incipient paunch was rounding. — Othello's 
occupation was gone ! 

In the overflowing of his heart, he could 
iiot forbear, now and then, a jovial word with 
his brother Mute; and, in the awful dis- 
charge of their duties at the doors of defunct 
peers of the realm or ministers of state, he 
was betrayed, by absence of mind, into hum- 
ming snatches of a tune, haunting his ima- 
gination after the carouse of the preceding 
night. — ^The starveling Mute was become a 
jolly dog! — It was no longer "Willow, 
willow,'' with him, but " Wine, mighty 
wine!'' — 

Under such circumstances, it was scarcely 
wonderful that Screw and Co. should require 
his resignation to be sent in. One Saturday 
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night, in Midsummer time (when the morn- 
ing sun shines with tell-tale brightness on 
the minutiae of the rites of sepulture), Wil- 
lett was requested to give his receipt in full, 
on receiving his final one pound ten. The 
^* establishment'' required his services no 
longer. He was superseded ; — ^not superan- 
nuated, but super-gladdened. 

The foreman said to him, like Apollo, in 
the song, to "Voice, fiddle, and flute," 

" No LONGER BE MuTE!" 

His jolly face reflected discredit on the 
house. At a funeral, he was the impersona- 
tion of a practical joke, — a figure of fiin, — a 
parody upon the tragedy; — a jest upon a 
grave subject. He was like -Slsop's weasel 
in the meal-tub ; the only difference, that 
Jem was turned out of his luxurious berth, 
while the weasel was forced to remain in. 
Though twice the man he was when taken 
into Screw's establishment, he was not half 
so good for the imdertaker's purpose.' He 
was as much out of place as a fet harlequin, 
or gouty rope-dancer. — He was, in short, a 
merry Mute P' 

Poor Jem is, at this moment, looking out 
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for a new place. He is too tendeF-faearted 
for a beadle, though the gold-laced hat would 
mightily become him. But our friend is 
unconsciously dwindling into such a condi- 
tion, as may entitle him» a second time» to 
the honours of Muteship. As Napcdaon 
became a second time l^p^or, it is by no 
means impossible, that the now sorrowing 
father of four needy children may shortly 
return to the esteMishment of Messrs. Sci^w 
and Company, — thin, lanky, and dolorous of 
form and leisure as may becobae — ^a Mute. 
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The fine writers of the day, — chiefly per- 
sonages who manufacture their articles like 
Sir Richard Blackmore his poetry, " to tite 
rumbling of their chariot wheels,'* — are 
sticklers for the doctrine of compensation. 
When their haunch of venison proves done 
to a turn, — ^their pine-s^ple ripe and well- 
flavoured, — their claret clear, — and their 
friend and gossip disposed to adjudge the 
same mterit to their own arguments, — the 
guinea-a-liners sit down to indite their dis- 
sertations, dipping their golden pen into a 
lulver standish to describe the impartiality 
wherewith Providence dispenses its favours 
to the denizens of this little planet. 

It may be so. The guinea-a-liners know 
best. Gout, they assure us, rarely visits the 
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damp hovels of Ireland; while the broad, 
good-humoured face of a Yorskhire farmer's 
wife retains the hue and outlines of youth 
and beauty long after the Almack's Dowager 
has grown lank and faded. It is, of course, 
needless to balance the account with allu- 
sions to typhus fever, or the wasted paupers 
of the Poor Law bastilles. The chief object 
of fine writing is striking contrast, — ^moral 
antithesis, — light and shade. Redundance 
of example puzzles the reader. " Look on 
this picture and on that !''— " Eyes right — 
eyes left !" is sufficient. 

In describing, therefore, the juvenile ge- 
nerations of the kingdom, let Alpha and 
Omega suffice. The intervening rubbish we 
leave to preparatory schools and a genteel 
mediocrity. The Mobility — the Nobility — 
the Little Pauper — ^the Little Lord — con- 
stitute the Night and Morning of the 
day. 

We plead guilty to a tender leaning to- 
wards children. Like Burchell in the Vicar 
of Wakefield, " we love them as harmless 
little men," and are seldom without a penny 
whistle, or piece of gingerbread in our 
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pocket. Children of a larger growth are 
too apt to conspire against the peace of 
mind and ease of body of these innocent 
Lilliputians. From the days of Herod to 
those of the promoters of Infant Labour, the 
monsters of this world have been prone to 
direct their persecutions against those tender 
creatures, whom ogres used to eat, but whom 
Christians kill for other purposes than the 
table. 

This is a fearful consideration! During 
the first dozen years of the present century 
war indulged itself in the expenditure of a 
couple of hundred thousand human lives per 
annum ; the three kingdoms offering up their 
weekly but hearty prayers for the Most- 
High Court of Parliament, which came 
down so handsomely with its premium for 
wholesale butchery. Now that we no lon- 
ger murder on so grand a scale, the wick- 
edness of human nature finds vent in 
minor issues. Greenacre and Courvoisier 
assassinate their mistress and master, and a 
vast proportion of arsenic is distributed in 
pennyworths in various counties of the 
United Kingdom, to the unjustifiable homi- 
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cide of her Majesty's lieges. But the said 
master and the mistress, and most of the 
people put to death by medicated tea or 
hasty pudding, were old enough to exercise 
their own fists or judgment in self-defence ; 
and it is consequently only the unhappy in- 
fants upon whom the Mrs. Brownriggs of 
modern times wreak their barbarities, that 
realty move our commiseration. 

The Rabbins, who first devised the idea of 
a babe in bliss, as a hovering form of beauty, 
all face and wings, having no extremities to 
be exposed to the whips and stings of fate, 
betrayed profound foresight. So long as a 
child hath anything whippable about it, chas- 
tisement will not be wanting. Your cherub 
is the only babe as happy as an angel. 

Still, it seems hard that the privileged 
persecutors of these tender innocents should 
not show some respect to persons, in the per- 
sons of their victims. If a certain number 
of children are to be tormented to death or 
made miserable, annually, to gratify the 
malignity of middle-aged persons, why con- 
centrate their vengeance on a single jclass ? 
Why not some impartiality in the selec- 
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tion of the suflterers? Why not draw lots 
for the objects of their cruelties, as in the 
case of a siege or shipwreck, where chance is 
made to pick out the victims for the edge of 
the sword or bars of the gridiron ? 

Above all, why must the offspring of the 
highest personages in the realm be selected 
for torture? Is it because their ancestors 
bled for us at Agincourt, or waste their 
breath for us in the House of Peers, that 
the custom of the country condemns them, 
from the moment they draw breath, to slow 
torture ? Is it in gratitude for the activity of 
our nobles in foreign conquest or national 
legislation, that we have created a race of 
martyrs, such as we see presented in the an- 
nual picture-books as they exist in the nur- 
series and school-rooms of the aristocracy of 
Great Britain ? 

The first happiness of a child is freedom 
of action, — or in other words, ample space 
and verge enough for kicking and screaming. 
As regards its powers of gratifying the eyes 
of others, a young child, we conceive, can- 
not be too simply apparelled. Its garments 
should be warm in winter, light in summer ; 
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capable of easy adjustment, and frequent re- 
novation. As five minutes suffices to make 
the cleanest child as dirty as a chimney- 
sweep, five minutes ought to suffice to make 
it completely clean again. To insure this, 
silk ought never to figure in its attire. All 
should be amenable to the purification of 
soap and water. Its own fair bright face, 
its truthful eyes, and dimpled mouth, are a 
sufficient adornment. 

But though advocates for freedom of ac- 
tion, we cannot forgive the irrational cruelty 
which exposes the little naked arms of a new- 
born infant to the nipping of a bitter win- 
ter's day, its sleeves tied up with satin ribands, 
to gratify the vanity of the authors of its 
days at the risk of its life, for the display of 
two little flaccid unformed arms, most un- 
meet to wrestle with the wintry blast. An 
infant's cheek, too, tenderer than a rose-leaf, 
ought to be approached only by objects soft 
and susceptible as itself, — its mother's bosom, 
or swan's down, or the simplest covering. In- 
stead of this, the wantonness of our folly 
places upon its head a finely-embroidered 
cap, with half-a-dozen borders of stifi^ and 
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well-crimped lace, on which, when it lies 
down to sleep, it must experience the tor- 
ments of Regains. 

To render the poor little creature as ridi- 
culous as it is wretched, this foolscap is sur- 
mounted by a cockade of lace or riband, 
without grace or symmetry, resembling those 
with which we decorate our coach-horses; 
and, lest when we permit the bab6 to take 
the air, it should indulge a hope to be rid of 
this strange incumbrance, we place over the 
cap a huge hat d, la Henri Quatre^ with 
another cockade, and a plume of feathers; 
— crushing the little unformed features by 
the preponderance of the Otranto-like ma- 
chine, and giving its poor little feeble neck, 
scarcely capable of self-support, a weight to 
carry well calculated to inure its patience to 
the future burthens of life ! 

Of the first steps of these innocent mar- 
tyrs it cannot be said that 

" Ce n'est que le premier pas qui coute." 

To entitle them to walk, their little feet 
are encased in shapely shoes of morocco, 
such as would have insured corns to the Ve- 
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nus de Medicis, or Apollo Belvidere. The 
child's waist is at the same time encircled by 
a prodigious sash, with bows and ends large 
enough for the effigy of Queen Anne in St. 
Paul's churchyard ; and its robe or tunic be- 
frilled, be-flounced, be-cuifed, be-gamished» 
be-Mechlined, be-Valencienned, till the ex- 
hortation " be not puffed up !" seems prema- 
turely in request. 

"Mind your frock, Master Arthur!" — 
" Lady Jane ! take care of your beautiftil 
lace!" — "Lord Alfred, I won't have you 
play with that 'ere nasty dog, a-jumping on 
your velvet dress !'^ — are the constant out- 
cries of the authorities. The Lady Janes and 
Lord Alfreds must not walk in the sun for 
fear of their complexions ; must not roll on 
the grass or in the hay, or romp, or ride, or 
run, or do anything that tends to the de- 
. velopment of their little frames, or the for- 
tification of their constitutions. If they es- 
cape infanticide at the hands of the head- 
nurse, who leaves them naked upon her lap, 
with the thermometer below freezing-point, 
in order to go through her routine of ablu- 
tions, — ^if they survive to be squeezed into 
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the tight shoes, and screwed into the stays 
and curl-papers, — if they defy the united 
efforts of nurses, apothecaries, baby-linen 
warehouses, and governesses, to reduce them 
to feebleness, peevishness, and despair, the 
British constitution is richly deserving all the 
laudations bestowed upon it in this and 
other countries. 

We must again assert it to be an act of 
partiality on the part of the Fates, that, as 
some children are born with a silver spoon in 
their mouths, and some vrith a wooden ladle, 
the silver spoon should be made to convey 
only decoction of rhubarb, or senna-tea, and 
the ladle, pure spring water. 

While the Little Lord and Little Lady 
are thus grievously tormented, the bantlings 
of pauper life are allowed to sprawl un- 
molested, squall unmolested- No impulse 
of theirs is checked by the close-fltting of 
their ragged garments. They enjoy free 
exercise of limb and lungs. No one excori- 
ates their epidermis with much scrubbing, or 
brings on catarrhs by the prolongation of 
their toilet. Their lives, like their garments, 
sit easy. They may play with the cat, — ^they 
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may make dirt pies, — they may make them- 
selves happy. 

If they want to sail their walnut-shell 
boat, there is the nearest puddle ; — if they 
want to fly their kite, the common is at 
their door. The woods are theirs, with 
their early violets and late blackberries 
— their squirrels and birds' nests. To 
their imagination, the trees are made to be 
climbed; rivers to be bathed in. The free 
air is all their own : they breathe it un- 
compressed by stays, unharassed by the bad- 
gering of a nursery governess. They look 
the sun in the face, fearless that in return 
it should visit their cheek too roughly. They 
are accustomed to rough visitings. 

Instead of being tormented about turn- 
ing out their toes, their toes are allowed to 
enjoy a state of nature. Instead of being 
engirded with a backboard, their backs sup* 
port a sheaf of bulrushes, or basketful of 
acorns or beechmast ; or perhaps some little 
loving younger brother or sister, offering 
kisses in payment of its fare. Fruit not 
being interdicted by Dr. Magnesia, they 
snatch their sloes from the hedge, their 
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Strawberries from the wood, their nuts from 
the hazelbush. They have no notion of a 
juvenile fancy-ball, with two months' train- 
ing beforehand from Madame Michau. But 
on May-day they rise with the lark (and who 
is better up to a lark than a child of the 
woods and fields?) adorn themselves with 
garlands of wild hyacinths, and caper with 
all their hearts and souls round the haw- 
thorn-bush on the village-green ! 

Who invented cowsliphalls? — The chil- 
dren of the poor. — Who invented daisy- 
chains ? — The children of the poor. — Who 
made the first necklaces of sparrows' eggs ? 
— The children of the poor. — Who originated 
leap-frog, blindman's buff, and all other bois- 
terous diversions?-- The children of the 
poor. — Unobstructed by finery and frippery, 
they pursue the sports of childhood with child- 
hood's reckless impulses of joy. Instead of 
the tedious airing, smothered up in a nurse's 
lap, — instead of the monotonous saunter, 
handcuffed by a nurse's authority, — instead 
of the discipline of the school-room, the 
preventive physicking of the apothecary in- 
flicted upon their miserable rivals, the off- 
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sets of pauper life bask in the sunshine or 
freshen in the shade. 

As if to counterbalance the cares of after- 
life, the little ragged urchins hunt their but- 
terflies in inconsiderate delight. A gallop 
on the tinker's donkey is a happier thing 
than the formal ride under the stiff docu- 
mentation of a family coachman or riding- 
master: nay, a swing on a gate is a hap- 
pier thing, or a see-saw across the carpenter's 
bench. 

Liberty must be a god-like blessing; or 
Spartans and Spaniards, Greeks and Cana- 
dians, the East and the West, the North and 
the South, would not fight for it as they do. 
We sincerely trust that the next crusade 
or war of liberation attempted in Christen- 
dom will purport to enfranchise the juvenile 
aristocrats of these enlightened realms from 
the manacles, handcuffs, straight-waistcoats, 
foolscaps, backboards, stocks, fine clothes, 
and other instruments of torture, which have 
been brought to light by means of the phi- 
lanthropic and well-intentioned designs of 
Chalon and pictures of Francis Grant. 

Enough for these "hereditary bondsmen" 
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that the slavery of the Order awaits them on 
arriving at years of discretion;- — that they 
will have to preside at charity dinners, agri- 
cultural meetings, and archaeological associa- 
tions. Enough that they will have to listen 
to the prosiest of debates in their own 
House, and be unable to silence the smartest 
of debates in the other. Enough that they 
will be forced to pay the piper, to whose 
tunes it is denied them to dance. 

A whole life of pomp and show — of sound 
and finery signifying nothing — awaits them 
in their progress towards their crimson-velvet 
coffins. Christian charity, therefore, de- 
mands that, now all other slavery is abo- 
lished, the mercy of the Crown ought to 
be extended towards those helpless victims, 
languishing in the fetters of their silken 
leading-strings— the little lords of the great 
ladies of the land ! 
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THE BRITISH COLONIST 
IN ENGLAND. 



A CONFESSION. 



I AM a stranger in England. In every other 
country in the world I call myself an English- 
man; being bom of British parents, in a 
British colony, speaking no other language 
(a strong evidence of English extraction), 
aild possessing the usual reserve, awkward- 
ness, and touch-me-if-you-dare-ishness of a 
true Briton. But I am not the less a stranger 
in the country of my fathers, in which I had 
the honour to make my first appearance some 
twelve months ago. 

It is an article of religion with colonists to 
instil, double-grained, into their children the 
principles and prejudices of the mother- 
country. Aware that the fosterhood of na- 
tional institutions and example is wanting to 
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mould the character of their offspring into 
due pragmaticality, they exaggerate a little 
on certain points, to leave room for evap- 
oration. 

The great glory of my excellent parents 
was to enlarge upon the distinction of 
their mother-country in the eyes of the 
universe as " the Land of Liberty!" British 
freedom was the favourite text of my father's 
domestic preachments; and as soon as I could 
squall I learned to expand my lungs in the 
burthen of the song, that "Britons never 
would be slaves." 

The liberty of the subject appeared to my 
boyish imagination as exclusively English an 
enjoyment, as roast-beef and plum-pudding. 
The inhabitants of other European countries 
seemed to be walking about in handcufts or 
straight waistcoats, unsuspicious of their 
enthralment. The contented prosperity of 
Austria I regarded as little better than idiot- 
ism. Russia, trembling under the knout of 
autocracy, was a craven hound; Turkey a 
corpse from which an imperial vampire had 
sucked the blood; Spain, a plantation nigger, 
arrayed in a suit of gaudy calico, beguiling 
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its sense of abasement by dancing a tom-tom ; 
France, the sprucely-liveried and educated 
slave, who has (like those of New York) 
learned to wait at table and play on the fiddle. 
But, from Spitzbergen to €ape Mattapan, 
not a living body in Europe that could call 
its soul its own, saving the favoured inhab- 
itants of the glorious British empire ! 

With this sentiment pervading my being, 
I behaved with suitable arrogance towards 
the offsets of less-ftivoured nations. Long 
before I had tails to my jackets I brought 
forward the boast of being an Englishman, 
whenever I fancied myself put upon, as a 
policeman brandishes his life-preserver. 

My delight, therefore, may easily be con- 
jectured when I set foot last year on the god- 
like land, which has the gift of enfranchising 
all who approach its favoured shore. 

"Hurrah for the land of liberty!" cried 
the sailors the moment we saw the Needles ; 
and as heartily did I join in their cheering 
as though I had been languishing all my life 
under the tyranny of a pacha. I fancied that 
now, for the first time since I was bom, 
I was going to enjoy the free use of my 



IN ENGLAND. 135 

limbs and faculties, and on landing began to 
extend them, with a vague consciousness of 
delight, that proved highly entertaining to 
the little boys who were idling on the quay. 
They uttered, indeed, a variety of odd sounds, 
which I mistook for Hebrew, knowing that 
Jews abound in the mother country; but 
which I have since learned to constitute 
the dialect called " slang." 

That night I lodged in an hotel, and the 
first thing I noticed in njy rooms wras a 
printed notice that no smoking was allowed 
in the chambers; which, to a person accus- 
tomed to his cigar the last thing at night and 
first in the morning, is as a veto on his sleep 
or his devotions. 

Next morning the kinsman who break- 
fasted with me undertook to introduce me to 
the metropolis, and instal me in lodgings. 
My baggage being still at the Custom-House, 
I had to apologize to Mr. W. for any inform- 
ality in my toilet. But when about to sally 
forth I saw him look aghast ; and after much 
hemming and hawing, he informed me that 
it was out of the question to make my ap- 
pearance in a travelling-cap. 
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" My hat-box is with the rest of my bag- 
gage,'' said I, " and as a total stranger here, 
no one will notice me." 

" I am not a stranger,'' pleaded my cousin 
W., " and the thing would be thought pre- 
posterous. Let us stop at the nearest hat- 
ter's, and purchase a hat." 

This was easy enough. But even at the 
hatter's I had a lesson of subjection to learn. 
Accustomed to the exigencies of a hotter 
climate, I chose a broad-brimmed beaver, 
which my companion asserted to be as much 
out of the question as the cap. 

" You would be taken for a Quaker ! 
None but a very old man could venture on 
such a hat." 

Mistaking reverse of wrong for right, I se- 
lected a very narrow brim, and again stood 
corrected. At length the exact longitude 
and latitude admissible by the tyrannies of 
fashion being adjusted, I cocked my paragon 
of hats over one eye, and was leaving the 
shop, when my cousin entreated me in a fer- 
vent and kinsmanly tone to set it straight. 
" I should be taken for a tiger !" 

A little mortified, I betook myself to a 
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very ordinary source of colonial consolation. 
As I might not take my ease (in the shape of 
my cigar) in mine inn, I might at least take 
it in the street. But, on producing my cigar- 
case, W. again interfered. 

" You are now," said he, " in Pall Mall. 
To smoke here, in broad daylight, would be 
considered ungentlemanly." 

All that remained for me was to pocket 
the affront, and the cigar-case. 

A moment afterwards, as I endeavoured to 
detain hi^, that I might admire a display of 
forced-fruit in a shop-window, such as I had 
never expected to see under the skies of the 
land of liberty, he begged me to pass on. 
" We should be taken for snobs if we stared 
into the shop-windows." 

As a balm to my galled sides, I proposed 
calling upon a mutual relative residing at the 
West End, to whom I was desirous of being 
presented. 

" It is only twelve o'clock !" pleaded my 
cousin. 

" And will not the family be up at that 
hour?" 

''Up?. Oh! yes. They are early risers. 
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But it is too soon for a morning visit. It is 
not the custom in London to go out till after 
two o'clock; and visitors are consequently 
not expected earlier." 

" But, if every one goes out at the same 
time, you can have no hope of finding your 
firiends at home ?" 

"Very true. But you must take your 
chance. It would be thought monstrous to 
pay a morning visit to Lady R. at this time 
of day.'' 

My attention was drawn from his lecture 
by the sight of a beautiful woman, who pass- 
ed us in a carriage. I suppose my enthu- 
siasm was somewhat ejaculatory ; for Mr. W. 
implored me to moderate my transports. On 
seeing the carriage stop at a shop, I proposed 
to go in, and make some small purchase, to 
afford me another glimpse. 

But he would not hear of it ! The shop 
was a milliner's. " Our object would be too 
apparent;" said he. "If the lady be respect- 
able, it is an offence to her ; if not^ we should 
be making fools of ourselves.'''' 

Everything that I proposed was absurd and 
irregular ! Even when I stopped short be- 
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side a crossing, and, taking out my purse, 
sought deliberately among its contents for 
sixpence to bestow on a mutilated sweeper, 
(when, as usual in such cases, all the six- 
pences proved to be shillings). " Come on, 
for heaven's sake!" cried he, impatiently, "it 
looks so odd to be stopping here !" 

I was sadly disappointed in the limitation 
of my morning's pleasures ; for my cicerone 
objected to taking more than a passing glance 
at the public buildings of the West End. 
But I comforted myself with the prospect of 
a pleasant dinner ; my cousin having invited 
me to dine with him at the Clarendon, which, 
he informed me, was the best eating-house 
in London. 

At seven I met him there by appointment, 
and I suspect that, even enhanced by the hat 
of his selection, my dress did not come with- 
in the strict letter of London law ; for when 
I made my appearance he looked singularly 
uncomfortable. While we were waiting for 
dinner he gave me a hint not to whistle. In 
the course of it he took occasion to inform 
me that spitting in a London room amounted 
to ostracism. When dinner was over, I pro- 
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posed, on seeing by the evening papers that 
it was opera night, to go and hear Grisi. 

** But we are not dressed ! " said my cousin. 

" We can go into the pit." 

" Not in a morning dress. We look as if 
we had come off a journey." 

" But since we have no ladies to attend, 
surely it cannot signify?" 

It signified much. In the land of liberty 
people did not go to the pit of the opera in 
frock-coats and plaid trowsers. 

" Since we cannot go to the opera," said I, 
" suppose we take our chance of finding Lady 
R. at home this evening?" 

" This evening f She would think us mad 
to go to her house, without an invitation." 

"But, surely, such near connexions — " I 
was beginning. 

" My dear fellow ! it is a liberty that is 
scarcely taken in London, between brothers 
and sisters !" 

There was nothing for it but to go home 
to bed ! 

It was, perhaps, because aware how much 
he had startled and vexed me, that my wor- 
thy relative called on me a few mornings 
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afterwards with news that Lady R. was desir- 
ous to make my acquaintance, and that he 
had procured me a ticket for Almack's that 
evening, from one of the patronesses with 
whom he was intimate, to facilitate the in- 
troduction ; because having called at her 
house without finding her, "it would look 
odd '' if I went again. 

To Almack's, accordingly, 1 accompanied 
him. He appointed half-past eleven to call 
for me, which I thought late, and which he 
assured me was early ; and into the ball-room 
we proceeded together. I entered boldly; 
for this time I knew my dress to be unim- 
pugnable. 

" As you are in mourning,'* was my cou- 
sin's answer that morning, to my inquiries, 
" you cannot be much at fault. Everything 
black but your neckcloth, and you will do 
very well. Willis has already arranged your 
hair; and your white gloves are a capital 
fit.'' 

As I said before, therefore, I entered the 
ball-room, feeling entitled to look about me 
a discrition^ till the arrival of Lady R.; whom 
I found, from my companion, had a private 
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party to attend. But there was enough to 
occupy my attention : those pretty, graceful 
girls, with their enormous redundance of 
petticoat, and so little to cover them besides, 
— and the half-dozen supercilious middle- 
aged ladies, seated apart from the rest, on a 
bench at the end of the room, like the bi- 
shops I had seen the preceding night at the 
House of Lords, and nearly as old and sour ! 
Several seats near them beimg vacant, I was 
about to sit down ; but W. informed me that 
as a stranger it would be *' thought odd."" 

On my presentation to Lady R. and her 
daughters, I certainly thought them odd, 
and saw little to applaud in the deportment 
of my English connexions ; for the two girls 
tittered while I was making my bow, and 
even the mother bit her lips to avoid a 
smile. 

" It is your own fault ! '* cried W. pet- 
tishly, when I took him aside, to complain 
of their want of civility. " What covld 
tempt you to come here in those infernal 
trowsers?^ 

Now, the trowsers he was pleased to call 
" infernal " were neither more nor less than 
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a pair of pantaloons of watered silk, such as 
are esteemed the height of the fashion in my 
native colony. 

" You told me/' said I, with some indigna- 
tion, "that in a complete suit of black I 
could not be wrong! " 

" Suit of black f — Yes !— Of course !— But 
how was I to suppose it possible there ex- 
isted such a thing in your wardrobe as water* 
ed silk trowsers ? How could I imagine that 
pantaloons were ever made now-a-days in 
anything but cloth ? " 

In the course of half-an-hour he came to 
me in a state of dewy emotion, and advised 
me strongly to go home. 

" You are the laughing-stock of the room,'' 
and if you do not wish to be caricatured, or 
to get into the Sunday papers, disappear as 
quietly as you can, and do not come here 
again till you have completely refitted your- 
self." 

Of course I did not stay to be told twice ; 
and next day, assured him that I had 
given smsh orders to the tailor recommend- 
ed by himself, as would insure my appearing 
at the next Almack's in such a suit of sables 
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as a gentleman is permitted to wear in the 
land of liberty. 

" I fear you must content yourself with 
exhibiting them elsewhere than at Almack's," 
he replied. " Your dress last night excited 
so absurd a sensation, that my fair friend, 
the patroness, reproached me bitterly with 
having got her into such a scrape. The other 
patronesses complimented her cruelly on 
having the moire dandy on her list.'^ 

" I don't know what you mean by your 
' fair friend, the patroness,"' cried I in a pet ; 
" for an uglier set of old cats than those you 
^showed me, I never beheld ! " 

" My dear young friend," he gravely re- 
plied, " take care what you are about ? Such 
persons as those to whom you allude are 
never either old or ugly. It is inadmissi- 
able in good society to talk in the tone you 
are now using of the ladies in question." 

" Since they trouble their heads about my 
unmentionables, surely I may trouble mine 
with their rouged faces and false curls!'' 
cried I. 

But he was already out of the room ; and 
I saw clearly that for the rest of my stay in^ 
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town, his introduction would be of little 
service. 

Still, I fancy I might have done better by 
sticking to the counsels of one who had cer- 
tainly no interest in misleading me ; for 
every step I made on my own account, proved 
^faux 'pas ! Some nights afterwards, being at 
the theatre on a sultry night, and beset with 
offers of oranges by the women in attendance, 
I concluded that were it not the custom to 
take such refreshments in the playhouses, 
they would not have been offered, and rashly 
peeled an orange in the box where I had ob- 
tained a seat. The two gentlemen between 
whom I was seated, after contemplating me 
as they would have surveyed an ourang- 
outang, rose, and quitted the box ! I instant- 
ly conjectured that some peculiar offence 
must be conveyed by eating an orange ; for, 
while leaning against the rails in the park 
the preceding day, to look at the carriages, 
T had refreshed myself in a similar manner, 
and excited the same disgust. Oranges, like 
cigars, are apparently tabooed. 

It was almost a comfort to find that what 
is called the season was nearly over. For the 
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conventional tyrannies of London would 
scarcely pursue me in the tour I projected ; 
and in the provinces, at least, I should enjoy 
those immunities of the land of liberty, so 
long the beau idial of my imagination. 

Having encountered my cousin. Lady R. 
coming out of the opera a night or two be- 
fore I left town, I ventured to take leave of 
her ; and as it perhaps went against her con- 
science to have been so little hospitable to- 
wards my father's son, she invited me to take 
her seat in Northamptonshire on my way 
to the North. It was not for some time 
afterwards I discovered that the invitation 
was accorded only to engage me in convers- 
ation, and prevent my offering my arm to 
Miss R. to assist her to the carriage. " I 
was just the sort of Hottentot,'' Lady R. 
had observed, " who would have felt no scru- 
ple about appropriating the arm of one of 
her daughters, though Lord Alfred and 
the young Marquis of Walsingham were 
standing by, engaged in conversation with 
my cousins ! '* 

In the frankness of an unsuspecting heart, 
however, to Hurst Parva I went ; and having 
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arrived by the mail at the neighbouring post- 
town before daybreak slept there, and pro- 
ceeded in a postchaise to breakfast with Lady 
R. As I stood paying the post-boy under 
the portico, while my portmanteau was taken 
into the house, I perceived through the plate- 
glass windows of an adjoining room that I 
was an object of curiosity to a large party 
assembled there, all of whom were watching 
my proceedings, and several laughing im- 
moderately; from which I concluded that 
I was come either at an unseemly hour, or 
in an unseemly mode of conveyance. This 
made my entree into the crowded breakfast- 
room uncomfortable enough, more especially 
as Lady R., while receiving me observed, 
" Your letter, announcing the favour you in- 
tended me, is probably still on the road ; for 
I have no intimation of your visit " 

If she did not say that it was an undesired, 
as well as an unexpected honour, she certainly 
looked it ; whereupon, in pity to the short- 
ness of her memory, I reminded her that, in 
parting in the Crush-room at the opera, I told 
her that I should pass through Northampton- 
shire the first week in August. 

H2 
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"Yes; I remember there was some mention 
of your going to Scotland," said she. " But 
I concluded I should hear from you in the 
interim. However, I rejoice to find that you 
are able to spend a day with us on your 
tour." 

I was puzzled and abashed. Did spending 
a day imply that I was also to spend the 

night; or was I to return to , and sleep? 

In the course of the morning, I should per- 
haps be able to discover; and I therefore 
determined to stick fast by her ladyship when 
the rest of the party dispersed for walking or 
driving. Compassionating the ennui I might 
be supposed to feel, as the only man in the 
morning room where the ladies sat at work, 
4she repeatedly informed me that " there was 
a good billiard table in the hall ; that I should 
find the library stored with the newest books; 
that there were saddle horses at my disposal 
in the stable, if I wished to ride." But I 
knew when I was wfell oif, and stuck by the 
worsteds and floss-silk. 

At last a faint whisper from the younger 
Miss R. to one of her guests of " Shall we 
never get rid of this man !" apprized me that 
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I was de trop ; on which I betook myself to 
the room to which the servants informed me 
my baggage had been conveyed, for the re- 
mainder of the day ; though as I went up 
stairs, I saw the horses bringing round to the 
hall door, and longed to join the party in their 
ride. Wrong again, it seems ! I had been 
ea^pected to expiate my importunities by form- 
ing part of their escort. 

When the party was fairly off, I sauntered 
in the park ; and, after a pleasant walk of a 
tnile or two, and passing through several open 
gates, flung myself at full length to rest upon 
a bench under some spreading beech trees. 
A party of ladies approached me whom I did 
not recognize; but, concluding them to belong 
to the large party of Lady R., I took off my 
hat as they passed. Ten minutes afterwards, 
a jackanapes in livery came and asked me 
what I was doing there ? 

I told him I was resting myself. 

" So he saw ! " was his impertinent reply. 
"Was I acquainted with Lord Runting- 
ham?" 

I asked him, of course, what concern that 
might be of his ? — but not choosing to affect 



150 THE BRITISH COLONIST 

acquaintance with a nohleman I had never 
heard off, replied in the negative. 

"Then what business had I, pray, to 
intrude, as I had done, upon them ladies?" 
He ended, in short, with threatening me with 
a constable; and, having taken me saucily by 
the arm to enforce his request that I would 
walk off, I knocked him down, 

A couple of stablemen, who had been wait- 
ing at a distance, now came up and collared 
me ; and, in spite of all I could urge, I was 
marched off between them to the parson of 
the parish, to be examined as a rogue and 
vagabond. To the magistrate, however, my 
explanations were perfectly satisfactory. 

" A stranger in England, the guest of Lady 
R., I was not aware of having quitted her 
ladyship's premises, or trespassed upon Lord 
Buntingham's private grounds ; still less that 
I had taken the liberty of bowing to Lady 
Ruptingham, and her mother, the Duchess of 
H., without the honour of their acquaint- 
ance.*' I proved to him that, though I had 
been mistaken for an adventurer, I was duly 
an ass. 

For my own sake, I deteimined to keep to 
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myself this disagreeable adventure. But, alas! 
the Runtinghams, the nearest neighbours of 
my cousin, formed part of the dinner party 
that day at Hurst Magna, and her ladyship 
was unsparing in her apologies. The Hurst 
party having dined the preceding day at 
Runtingham Park, she could not possibly 
surmise, she Ktid, "that I was a visitor to 
Lady R. Nothing could have surprised her 
more than the discovery!" 

And, unless I am much mistaken, one of 
the R s whispered a rejoinder of—" or, m^ 
either!" 

I need scarcely add that I made my visit 
at Hurst Magna as short as the bitterest in- 
hospitality on the part of my hostesses could 
desire. But, having previously intended to 
spend a week or so with my English relatives, 
the plan of my journey was unsettled. I had 
appointed letters to be despacthed to me at 
giveu times and places on the road, by my 
London agents; and, in the fear of missing 
those from home, which were to acquaint me 
wiih the welfare of my parents, resolved to 
spend the interval at a deceutish inn in an 
obscure post-town in Yorkshire, to which my 
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letters were to be addressed. I had books 
enough in my portmanteau to render the 
delay supportable, the environs of the town 
being suflSciently interesting to one as yet so 
little versed in the features of the mother 
country. 

While still waiting for my letters, I was 
struck one day by the following paragraph in 
a London paper, which I took up on the 
counter of a stationer's shop, where I was 
making some purchases. 

''Mysterious occurrence ! — Considerable 
curiosity has been excited in a little market 
town, not a thousand miles from Leeds, by 
the arrival of a genteel youth, apparently of 
foreign extraction, a total stranger in the 
place, who has taken up his abode in the 
principal inn, and is supposed to be seeking 
temporary concealment, either from creditors 
or the pursuit of justice. He leads a seclu- 
ded life, rises early, spends his days entirely 
alone in his chamber, dines moderately, and 
retires early to bed, giving not the smallest 
clue to his projects or connections. We may 
perhaps forward the ends of justice by stating 
that he is about five feet eight inches in 
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height, aquiline nose, light hair, and sandy 
whiskers. His linen is marked J. R." 

Yes — positively ! — Nothing further was 
wanting but to advertise me in the Hue and 
Cry ! And what had I done ? Taken up my 
abode in a house of entertainment, the master 
of which would have been handsomely paid 
at any moment he chose to present his bill, — 
kept early hours and sober habits, — and 
uttered no offensive word to man, woman, 
or child ! 

1 addressed a letter to the editor of the 
paper, of which no notice was taken. On 
despatching a second, he condescended to 
inform me that the price of insertion would 
be one pound one. He had simply copied 
the statement from a provincial paper : the 
rectification must be demanded at the foun- 
tain-head. 

In my explanation with the editor of the 
provincial paper, I got into a new quarrel ; 
and was again taken before a magistrate, and 
this time fined forty shillings for upbraiding, 
in somewhat strong language, the scribbler 
who, to enliven his columns, had made so 
unwarrantably free with my reputation. 

H 5 
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I remonstrated, and was threatened with 
the mill ! Having been forced into the jus- 
tice room by the constable in so compulsory 
a way as to render it impossible for me to 
take off my hat to the magistrate, I was 
voted insolent and disorderly, and the words 
"swell mob" were distinctly whispered. 
From the first, Sir John Dogberry had clearly 
perceived with what sort of person he had 
to deal. 

Everybody knows that when Pope Cle- 
ment the Sixth bestowed the Fortunate 
Islands on the son of Louis of Bavaria, the 
British ambassador at Rome asked for his 
passport to go home and look after his pro- 
perty ; because, on hearing the bells ring and 
drums beat in honour of the bestowal of the 
Fortunate Islands, he concluded no other 
country under the sun than his beloved land 
of Liberty could be intended. 

Often had I laughed in my boyhood at the 
blunder of his excellency. I now begun to 
perceive that the infatuation of my poor pa- 
rents was scarcely less deplorable ; and, sadly 
out of conceit with the country of my fore- 
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fathers, resolved, at the conclusion of a three 
months' tour in the Highlands, to make the 
best of my way homewards. 

Already I had reached London, meaning 
to embark from the docks ; but^ before I left 
England, I could not resist the temptation of 
a peep at Windsor Castle. And a peep it 
was fated to be, her Majesty and the court 
being in residence, which bars all possibility 
of access. I had heard so much of the ma- 
jesty of the site, however, that even a glimpse 
was something. 

Arrived by the train one Saturday evening, 
I contrived to see as much as could be ex- 
amined from without, from the various quar- 
ters accessible ; and next morning attended 
divine service in St. George's Chapel, .with 
the view, (is it to my shame to confess it ?) 
not of saying my prayers, but of obtaining a 
sight of the Queen. 

I know not what instinctive feeling of 
deference instigated me to assume an even- 
ing-dress on the occasion; for, once in the 
chapel, I saw that what I knew from my 
parents, who were travellers in their youth. 
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to be EXACTED from attendants upon the 
royal mass at the Tuileries, was out of place 
at Windsor. I was the more provoked, 
from perceiving that so slight a deviation 
from the routine of custom sufficed to fii 
upon me the eyes of one of the least re- 
verent congregations of which I ever formed 
a part. 

When the service was over, I was struck 
by the highly indecorous manner in which 
disapproval of my costume was testified by 
the Windsorians. Even the police came and 
stared in my face, as though I were guilty of 
a misdemeanour. Unless I am much mis- 
taken, one of them accompanied me home to 
my inn ! 

On arriving in town, the first person I hap- 
pened to meet was my cousin W., in answer 
to whose inquiries, I informed him whence I 
was come, and whither I was going. 

" You need scarcely have gone to Windsor 
for a sight of her Majesty," said h^. " Two 
"days hence, the Queen will open Parliament 
in person, and I will procure you a ticket of 
admission for the interior of the House of 
Lords." 
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It was the least he could do, in expiation 
of his preceding neglect. 

The ticket and the day arrived, and I set 
off towards Westminster in my usual morn- 
ing-dress. But Id ! as I proceeded through 
White-hall, I perceived that the ladies in 
the various carriages going in the same direc- 
tion were attired in diamonds, feathers, and all 
the paraphernalia of court -dress. I had still 
time to rectify my error, and, hastening home, 
assumed the costume which had been made 
for me, with a view to the levee which I 
was fated never to attend. The delay had 
so unsettled my arrangements, that I arrived 
at the door of the House just as the Queen 
was entering. 

Contrary, I fancy, to regulation, and 
thanks to my bag and sword, I was suffered 
to go in. But. I thought the exon of the 
guard seemed surprised when he took my 
ticket, which, .like all the rest, was a printed 
card, bearing no specific name. After fol- 
lowing the royal cortdgey I found myself 
standing nearer the throne than was altoge- 
ther agreeable ; for several of the personages 
with white wands, and other insignia of 
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oflSce, looked hard at me, as if revolving the 
distich of Hudibras : — 

The thing is neither rich nor rare, 
But how the devil gat it there ? 

In the interest of the scene before me, 
however, I lost all consciousness of the awk- 
wardness of my position ; and, so long as the 
Queen was engaged in reading her speech, 
was rivetted, eye, ear, and heart, to her right 
royal performance of that right royal duty. 
My interest may have been a little too ap- 
parent ; for, as the court was leaving the 
House of Lords at the conclusion of the 
speech, I saw an ill-looking man in a red 
roquelaure, having a white wand in his hand, 
address a few words as he went out to an 
usher of the House who stood near. 

As soon as the last of the royal train dis- 
appeared, this individual, seeing that I did 
not stir, addressed me with the startling in- 
quiry of "whether I belonged to the house- 
hold?'' 

I suppose my confusion was pretty evident, 
as I answered in the negative ; for he next 
took the liberty of asking me, " why, in that 
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case, I appeared in court-dress, and had fol- 
lowed the royal procession after the doors 
were closed to the public?" 

Somewhat nettled at what appeared just 
then an opprobrious designation, I answered 
that I had come in with my ticket ; of which 
he denied the possibility, as the exons would 
not have received a ticket from any person 
entering with the Queen. 

My answer, probably, savoured of the in- 
dignation natural to any well- thinking indi- 
vidual accused of falsehood ; and, in answer 
to my proposition to be confronted with the 
grey-headed gentleman in a scarlet uniform 
to whom I had given my ticket, he requested 
me, more civilly, to follow him ; and, as we 
hurried through the crowded gallery into a 
small room, I concluded that the disagree- 
able mistake was about to be cleared up. 
Three or four strangers were assembled ; to 
one of whom, a keen-looking, middle-aged 
man, the usher whispered a few words in 
which the name of Lord — ^- was audi- 
ble. 

Every eye was now turned towards me; 
for it seems that the public functionary had 



\ 
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brought me into the presence of the inspector 
of police, on suspicion of being a pickpocket, 
having made his way on false pretences into 
the august assembly ! 

"A pickpocket! — Not he!" cried one of 
the persons present ; and I begun really to 
trust that I had found a friend, when, to ray 
utter horror, he added, " This is the chap, sir, 
we were desired to keep an eye upon, at 
Windsor. He was seen hovering about the 
Castle till dark, on Saturday last, in the most 
suspicious manner, evidently watching his 
opportunity to steal in !" 

"And steal off^ no doubt, with whatever 
else was to be stolen!" added a facetious 
idler who stood by. 

" No, sir, — I fancy not. For he attended 
chapel next morning, and, by his dress and 
manner, gave unmistakeable tokens that his 
intellects were deranged. Lord bless you, 
sir, scarcely a month passes but we have 
crazy folks at Windsor ! — It seems to be 
their first notion, when their heads get 
wrong, to come and have a look at the 
Queen." 

"Ay, a pretty sort of /ooAr/''— added the 
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^ood-natured witness. "Hatfield, Peg Nichol- 
son, and Oxford to wit !" 

Could mortal patience stand this ! — /, the 
most loyal of the Queen's creatures, to labour 
under an imputation of regicide ! I Jost my 
temper and my liberty ! 

"Search him!" said the inspector; and, 
as nothing was found upon me but a well- 
filled purse, and handsome gold pencil-case, 
and a small paper of white powder, opinions 
were divided as to whose pocket I had pick- 
ed, or into whose food the poison was to be 
insinuated. 

It required, of course, some little time be- 
fore analysis would determine that the pow- 
der was, according to my statement, carbon- 
ate of soda, which, since the injury to my 
digestion caused by my English misadven- 
tures, I have been forced to carry about with 
me ; — or the testimony of my landlord tend 
to prove that the purse and pencil were my 
own, and myself one of the most harmless 
individuals extant. Narrowly indeed did I 
escape an examination at the Home OflSce ; 
for I was afraid of provoking the reproaches 
of my cousin W., by sending for him to at- 
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test my identity, and extricate me from my 
dilemma. 

Tlie evening papers teemed, of course, with 
accounts of " Disturbance at the House of 
Lords," — " A Pickpocket in the House op 
Lords," — " Latest particulars/' — '' Sup- 
posed attack upon her Majesty," — " The 
Windsor Lunatic again," — " Accusation of 
High Treason,** &c. &c. &c., all which were 
duly copied from the daily into the weekly 
papers. One Sunday print, more daring than 
the rest, placarded the blank walls in the me- 
tropolis with pea-green hand-bills, promising 
an extra sheet, to contain the biography of 
the supposed assassin of the Queen ; to which 
a rival responded by an advertisement in 
Gothic characters a foot high, of " Confes- 
sion OF the Assassin." 

If J did not commit regicide, I was uncom- 
monly near coiamittm^ fdo'de-se ! For there 
was my honourable patronymic at full length 
staring me in the face from all the palii^gs 
and scaffold-posts between the Peacock at 
Islington and the Swan-with-two-necks in 
Lad Lane ! 

But, what remedy ? In the land of liberty. 
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in dealing with an unhappy man, who has 
not tact to discover when he is to wear a 
white cravat, or when a black, or the exact 
meaning of fringed or plain linen in a court- 
circular, the freedom of the press is incontest- 
able ! They may say pretty nearly what 
they please, leaving you the remedy of 
making them suffer for it, provided you have 
fifteen hundred pounds or so to throw away 
in doing yourself justice. 
' But such a prosecution would be only 
multiplying the miseries of that most un- 
happy of victims to the conventional forms 
rendered patent by the tyranny of the 
mother country, 

A BRirisH Colonist in England. 
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THE YOUNG LADY ON HER 
PREFERMENT. 



In consideration of the helplessness of 
their condition, and feebleness of their facul- 
ties, it is the custom in France to seclude 
young and tender females in the bosom of 
their families, under the guidance of those 
by whom their principles are to be perfected, 
till some fitting alliance presents itself, 
enabling them to make their appearance in 
society under the protection of a husband. 

Selected by the prudence of affectionate 
parents, the spouse to whom their future 
happiness is entrusted, enjoys the felicity 
of witnessing their girlish delight when in- 
augurated into the recreations and diversions 
of the great world, of suggesting their friend- 
ships, and instigating their intimacies; of 
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ministering to the nascent vanities of their 
sex, and indicating elegant enjoyments, with 
which the fine arts and literature are des- 
tined to fill up their happy leisure. 

They enter a ball-room for the first time 
on the arm of their husband. Their first 
opera is heard, their first ballet witnessed, by 
the side of their husband. Their first cache- 
mire, first diamond necklace, first costly 
album, first well-stored book-case, is pre- 
sented by their husband ; and the smile with 
which ^'mon amV^ is thanked for these trivial 
but not worthless adjuncts to the pleasures 
of life, is not without its charm in the cate- 
gory of matrimonial satisfactions. 

All the impulses of a Frenchwoman's after- 
life are necessarily copartite with those of 
the first individual who has shared her inti- 
macy or diverted her attention from the 
lessons and ennuis of girlhood. Uninfluenced 
by previously conceived opinions or projects, 
she sees with the eyes of one close at whose 
side she was launched into the career of life. 
Her husband's friends, views, and expecta- 
tions are exclusively hers. She has no leisure 
to look about and sigh after other modes of 



166 THE YOUNG LADY 

existence. From the moment of her compe* 
tence to act, she was thrown into the move- 
ment and business of life. At eighteen she 
becomes a mother, and the mistress of a 
family, surrounded by duties and pleasures ; 
familiarized with the schemes and cares of 
her partner, participating in all. his recrea- 
tions, and already framing with him projects 
of future domestic happiness for the little 
creatures bom to be their careful comfort. 

Their son will be a rich landowner ; the 
pretty little daughter of their worthy neigh- 
bours. Monsieur and Madame so and so, will 
make him a suitable wife. Their daughter, 
sharing equally in their inheritance, will have 
a fortune of twenty thousand pounds ; the 

son of their relative, the Marquis de , 

will (should he turn out according to his 
early promise, and the high reputation of 
bis family,) make her a suitable husband. 
At a more advanced period, proposals to 
this effect are made to the two families. It 
is agreed that, should the young people 
evince no disinclination, the future husband 
is to make his personal advances on attaining 
the age of twenty-one. After a sufficient 
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intimacy to admit -of mutual examination of 
temper and disposition, the project is to be 
abandoned, or the marriage concluded. A 
line of inheritance is thus secured ; and the 
happiness of a happy manage rendered still 
happier by cheering the maturer period of 
domestic life with the sports and beauties of 
a new generation. Such are the results of 
that prudent and precautious measure, a 
marriage de convenance ! 

An English father, on the contrary, seems 
to bestow less care upon the training and 
comfort of his daughters than upon those of 
his dogs. Instead of living in easy fami- 
liarity with their parents, the daughters of 
an English family of rank are confined in 
the school-room till an advanced period of 
girlhood ; then suddenly snatched from the 
seclusion where they have been devoting 
four hours per diem to music, and as many 
more to accomplishments equally superficial, 
and plunged into the bustle of society to 
steer their way as they may. 

The moment of their introduction is inti- 
mated to the world by presentation at court ; 
after which, it is tacitly understood that 
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they are to get married as soon and as 
advantageously as they can* No more 
reserve, no modest silence, no diffident 
retirement ! They are to dress, dance, sing, 
play, ride, chatter, with a view to the grand 
object of drawing some gentleman of a con- 
dition superior to their own, into making an 
pffer of his hand. 

At their father's country-seat, they are at 
liberty to play billiards, stroll in the shrub- 
beries, ride in green lanes, and join in ten 
der duets with persons who were strangers 
to them the preceding week, and entertain- 
ing no more intention of becoming their 
husbands, than of suing for the hand of one 
of the Princesses of China. Indeed it may 
generally be observed that the " agreeable 
young men," invited to assist in enlivening 
the dulness of an English country-house, are 
younger brothers, debarred by their social 
position from entering into the holy estate 
of matrimony. 

Yet should the result of these stroUings 
and duettings be a mutual attachment, the 
young people who have been flung into each 
other's arms, are reviled by their parents asf: 
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rebellious, presumptuous, unprincipled, and 
unfeeling. The young lady is made a mark 
for the scorn of her wiser sisters, and the 
sermons of the village pastor; while the 
young gentleman is dismissed the house as 
ignominiously as a footman detected in pur- 
loining the family plate. 

In London, the young lady on her prefer- 
ment is exposed to trials still more alarm- 
ing. Every night she accompanies her lady- 
mamma to one or two brilliant assemblies or 
balls ; and is under the necessity of dancing 
with any coxcomb presented to her by any 
lady of her acquaintance. Let it not be 
supposed that a contredanse or waltz is the 
same silent ceremony as in Paris. During 
the dance, the gentleman is permitted, nay, 
ea^peded, to pour into her ears a farrago of 
nonsense, known in society under the vague 
title of ** flirting." When it concludes, she 
accepts (not the hand, but) the arm of the 
enterprising stranger ; and, closely pressed to 
his side in the throng, proceeds to the 
refreshment-room, often on another floor; 
where, separated from her chaperon by a 
crowded staircase, she passes an hour in the 

VOL. n. I 
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most familiar intercoarse with one, whose 
conduct, station, and views, are perhaps 
wholly unknown to her family. 

These hazards are nightly renewed fiwr the 
space of three months. The favourite partner 
presents himself, after a slight introduction, 
as a morning visitor, and is probably re- 
ceived by the young ladies of the fiimily. 
Every day, in the public promenades of 
Hyde Park, men may be seen " flirting '* 
with young ladies in the most familiar and 
disrespectful attitudes, through carriage win- 
dows, the mammas (overcome by the fetigue 
of supervising the romping of the cotillon 
till six in the morning,) beii^ asleep in the 
opposite comer. At exhibitions, at d^'eu^ers, 
at Greenwich parties^ they become thdur 
escort, and grow familiar with them as their 
glove. Admitted to enjoy their society 
without reserve, they are not tempted to 
incur the hazard of matrimony, for the sake 
of obtaining their companionship. They 
wait, they dddberate, till a newer face at- 
tracts them elsewhere ; and the same game 
is played over again, season after season, with 
dSbutante after dibutante^ creating in England 
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a race of discontented old maids and dissi- 
pated " men about town/' 

The father mean while, looks listlessly on, 
when the claims of clubs and divisions will 
permit. Should his lady wife acquaint him 
that " Sir Robert or Captain Brown is mak- 
ing up to Sophy,'* he invites Sir Robert or 
Captain Brown to dinner; and if after a 
season's dangling, the young gentleman does 
not propose, most likely asks him down to 
his country-seat for a week's shooting or 
hunting, an archery-meeting, or a race-bltli. 

If even these baits fail to obtain a bite, 
some more promising pretendant is invited 
in Sir Robert's place. It is considered infra 
dig. to give him the slightest hint that his 
alliance would be agreeable to the femily. 
It is thought more honourable to angle for 
him, to tickle the trout or attempt to en- 
tangle him by a bold cast of the matrimonial 
net, than to come honestly to the point, say- 
ing: "You seem to prefer my daughter. 
Your position in life satisfies the expecta- 
tions of her family. Her fortune is so much. 
Is such a marriage likely to promote your 
happiness?" 

I 2 
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After half a dozen successive seasons, the 
young lady on preferment becomes as acces- 
sible to the acquaintance of all sorts and 
conditions of men as her lady mamma. You 
see her at Almack's shaking hands with five- 
and-twenty in succession; or nodding to 
them in the ring, as she ambles on horseback 
by the side of my lord her father, who is 
squabbling politics with some greybeard 
companion. She has little scruple in de- 
spatching notes to her male friends concern- 
ing the arrangement of a water-party, or the 
loan of a new work ; to solicit their votes 
for a favourite candidate, or force them to 
buy tickets for the benefit of a favourite 
artist. Her face is as well known to the 
loungers in the Park as the statue of Achil- 
les. She has been a fixture at the Opera 
and Ancient Concerts year after year. The 
chaiTO of her countenance is familiar to 
every eye, the sallies of her gaiety to every 
ear. 

Is such a girl likely to be sought as a 
timid bride? as a pure being trembling to 
confide the secrets of her gentle mind even 
to him whom, at the altar, she has sworn to 
honour and obey ? 
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Nevertheless, the force of habit so blinds 
the refined gentleman of the most refined 
nation of Europe to the coarseness of such 
practices, that they often seek in wedlock 
women of their own condition in life, whom, 
for ten previous years, they have seen ex- 
posed to the corrupting influence of all this 
publicity ! The cruel prevalence of the law 
of primogeniture, by reducing daughters and 
younger sons to beggary in order to pamper 
the head of the family, often defers till a 
late period of life the independence which, 
obtained by professional * exertions, enables 
the Englishman to support a wife. Many, 
under such circumstances, recur to the pre- 
ferences or fulfil the engagements of former 
days. But these, and the damsels promoted 
by unusual attractions, or unusual good for^ 
tune to an early marriage with men of supe- 
rior circumstances and merit, form happy 
exceptions. The abuses and miseries aris- 
ing from so faulty a system are far more 
general. 

In the first place, what greater calamity 
than what the parlance of the country intitles 
a love-match ! Some soft-hearted girl of 
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seyenteen, released after ten years' incarcera- 
tion in the schoolroom^ from Herz's exercises, 
backboards, boiled mutton, and rice pud* 
ding, is transplanted as if by magic, into 
her mother's brilliant drawing-room, the ta*^ 
bles of which are covered with new novels 
and the sentimentality of Keepsakes and 
Books of Beauty, all 'intimating the om- 
niscience and ecstasy of the tender pas* 
sion. 

At her first ball, she dances with a hand-" 
some comet, the younger son of a younger 
brother, who falls in love with her ringlets 
and blonde lace, suid whispers the secret in 
her ear, in the course of a week or two. At 
first she treats the matter as a jest ; but be* 
fore the close of the season he becomes so 
pressing, and has contrived to establish him* 
self so familiarly in her father^s house, that 
she considers it proper to disclose the matter 
to her parents, Mamma is in a state of 
jfrenisy. To think that her daughter should 
have been listening, night after night for 
months, to the protestations of a wretch — 
without a guinea in his pocket ! 

The young gentleman is warned off the 
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premises ; while the young lady, instead of 
being praised for her discretion, is informed 
that the offence could not have occurred with- 
out encouragement on her part. Vexed with 
herself for not haying frowned away the poor 
young man without exposing herself and 
him to such an ^ckU^ she determines to be 
more cautious next time ; and, accordingly^ 
Lionel Percy, who succeeds the cornet as 
her escort in the Park and partner in the 
waltz, is allowed to make himself bs agree- 
able as he pleases without a word of com- 
plaint to mamma, who has taken it into her 
head that Lionel, a man of first-rate connex- 
ions, must also be a man of fortune. At all 
events, it is a creditable thing for her daugh- 
ter to have a partner at command so current 
in the fashionable circles; and Lionel and 
the young lady on her preferment are accord- 
ingly permitted to flirt through the season, 
till the young girl's affections become se- 
riously engaged. 

At length, she entitles her young admirer 
to make proposals, for her hand. 

"Your fortune, sir?*' — "Ten thousand 
pounds.''—" Your prospects?"—" A blank.'' 
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Instead of granting his petition, papa 
shows him the door, forbids all correspon- 
dence with Miss Emily ; and the young peo- 
ple who for months past have scarcely spent 
an hour apart, are condemned to see each 
other no more ! 

A letter is at length furtively addressed 
to poor Emily by her lover, and furtively 
answered. A discovery follows; and papa, 
who during the first five years of his mar- 
riage was a rigid locker up of his wife, now 
takes to locking up his daughter. Irritated 
rather than subdued by this violence, Emily 
contrives to receive further solicitations 
from one who enamoured of her pretty face, 
and knowing little of her temper and dispo- 
sition, is eager only to show the old folks 
how little he values their authority. 

They elope. The papers paragraph, the 
parents are inconsolable, the world laughs in 
its sleeve, and Lionel Percy's club proclaims 
that he is a bold man. 

The father, whose commands have be^i 
thus cruelly disobeyed, is of course justified in 
giving no fortune to his rebellious daughter. 
But Lionel has his ten thousand pounds, 
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or rather the four hundred and fifty pounds 
per annum, which he receives as interest 
for the same ; and is not an income of four 
hundred and fifty pounds per annum an ample 
competence for Love in a Cottage. 

In such terms, at least, Emily writes to 
her young friends; whose answers to her 
letters, either through care for her pocket, 
which they will not attack by expense of 
postage, or because they fear that her po- 
verty may become burthensome to them- 
selves, wax few and far between. 

Nevertheless she is not discouraged. Lion- 
el, still the most adoring of men, takes care 
(unshackled by a marriage settlement,) to 
supply from his principal all deficiencies of 
income, that the idol of his soul niay con- 
tinue to eat mutton-cutlets instead of mut- 
ton-chops, and enjoy the pony-chaise, (the 
legitimate car of Cupid whenever he assumes 
the character of Love in a Cottage.) It is 
not till four years of married life have, en- 
riched the Percys with two squalling children 
and the immediate prospect of a third, that 
Emily is reluctantly informed by her hus- 
band that their hitherto inadequate income 

I 5. 
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ifi diminished to two hundred and fifty 
pounds ! 

Love in a Cottage, now assumes the less 
eupbonous denomination of Loyo in Lodg- 
ings. The pony-chaise is exchanged for an 
occasional hackney coach, the washing is 
done at home, the wages of the sulky maid- 
of-all-work are often in arrear. All the 
miseries of a necessitous household pour 
down upon the despairing couple. 

Emily, hitherto a dawdle, is fretted into a 
scold ; aqd Lionel, heretofore a blockhead, 
becomes a brute. The evils which would 
have been foreseen by French parents, ere 
they admitted a handsome young man to 
uncontrolled intimacy with their daughter, 
are fully realized; and poor Emily, worn 
down by privation and trouble, and discarded 
by her ft*iends, droops in premature old age, 
and dies broken-hearted ; accusing her own 
folly in place of the erroneous system which 
governs the conduct and mars the happiness 
of many a young lady on her preferment. 



THE LENDING MAN. 



" Promotion," we learn from irrefragable 
authority, '^cometh neither from the East 
nor from the West, nor yet from the South:" 
nor yet (since the time when the great Lord 
North wielded his pen of office in Downing 
Street,) from the North. 

Promotion, like a Wil W-the- Wisp, whisks 
about hither and thither, — helre to-day, and 
gone to-morrow,-^no one knows why, — no 
other guesses wherefore. History heaps up 
her volumes on our shelves, to instruct us 
why people are bom great. But by what 
magic people have greatness thrust upon 
them, or achieve greatness, is one of the 
grand mysteries of life. Bishops have been 
promoted to lawn sleeves for their dexterity 
in shuffling the cards at the royal rubber. 
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Welsh Baronets have been translated into Irish 
Peers, to silence their importunity for a key 
of the royal park. English Squires have been 
belorded and belauded for the judiciously-ap- 
propriated hospitalities of their country-seats. 
We have seen Mirtillo preferred to a secre- 
taryship, not that his pen is that of a ready 
writer, but because, " upon my life, Mirtillo 
bath a very pretty wife !" It is impossible, in 
short, to determine by any vulgar form of 
augury, which of our sons may rise to be 
chief justice, which remain a briefless bai'ris- 
ter. Hang over the cradles of your pro- 
geny as long as you will, and the wooden 
spoon or silver ladle which the wise women 
of Brentford pretend to be born in their 
mouths, is wholly and absolutely undisco- 
verable. 

Ned Ormond was, in his school-days, an 
ugly dog, an ignorant dog, but a knowing 
dog. Every possible caninization was be- 
stowed upon Ned, except that of being "a 
stupid hound!" He was "up to snufi^," but 
always at the bottom of his class. Un- 
honoured by the birchhood of Harrow, Eton, 
or Westminster, it was his fate to be flogged 
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up the hill of learning along a. less distin- 
guished path. His short-sighted parents 
thought more of making Greek verses than En- 
glish connexions ; and at fourteen, he quitted 
his huge red-brick house of correction at CMs- 
wick, knowing nothing — ^not even a lord, 

Ned Ormond, however, who was an orphan, 
bullied his guardian into sending him to 
Cambridge. The expense of such. a step was 
alamiing, for his fortune amounted only to six 
thousand pounds; but Ned represented, and 
with connaissance de camCy that there was 
no getting on in life without a college edu- 
cation. 

Old Russet, the guardian, who already, in 
his mind's eye, beheld his promising ward 
playing Paris in an academic gown, making 
option between the naked charms of " the 
three black graces. Law, Physic, and Divi- 
nity,'' confessed that there was some sense in 
the lad's assertion, and it was only when, 
after being rusticated for his irregularities, 
Ned Ormond escaped expulsion by prudently 
withdrawing his name from the university 
books, that the old gentleman repented his 
acquiescence. 
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" You are a ruined man I** — cried Russet 
in a fdry. 

" I am a made man!" — ^retorted Ned with 
perfect coolness. 

" Your prospects are gone.*' 

"My realities have commenced." 

"Henceforward you will do nothing for 
yourself/* 

"It is a task I mean to leave to other 
people/' 

" You know nothing !^ 

" I know the world/' 

"I hoped you would become a steady 
young man!" 

" I always intended to be a rising one." 

"You have lost the three best years of 
your life.** 

" I have gained three hundred desirable 
acquaintances." 

"You have thrown away your time and 
money." 

"I have picked up time and money's 
worth." 

" That remains to be proved!" quoth Bus- 
set. 

"I wish you may live to see it!" was the 
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rejoinder of his hopeful ward; — and it was 
shortly after this colloquy between them, 
that Ned oommenoed his career as a man 
about town. 

Meanwhile a certain cousin of his, Quin- 
tus Ormond by name, who had been educated 
at Edinburgh under the cross-grained vigi- 
lance of a crabbed uncle, with the view of 
working his way in the world, till at two and 
twenty, he quitted the university as promis- 
ing a young sprig of a pedant as the heart of 
an uncle could desire, commenced his career 
of life at the same period with the dashing 
Ned, though in a very diflFerent sphere. Ap- 
pointed as bear4eader to a young nobleman 
possessing immense patronage in the church, 
to preside over his lordship's travelling-mo- 
rality, he was compelled to be, if not a field- 
preacher, at least a road-preacher, against 
the temptations of the world and the flesh ; 
with a view of installing himself hereafter, 
preacher to the poor of his lordship's parish, 
against the temptations of the devil. 

Tutor and pupil got on admirably to- 
gether. His lordship's noble practice throve 
under ignoble preaching. Whatever the 
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pedagogue interdicted, the pupil snatched ta 
his bosom. Day after day was poor Quin- 
tus insulted, quizzed, hoaxed, and defied. 
There would have been no living throngh it at 
all, but for the living which lay,' like a land 
of Canaan beyond the wilderness, at the end 
of the prospect. Aware that sufferance was 
the badge of all his tribe, he submitted with- 
out a murmur. 

. Three long yeanS did Quintus pipe to the 
dancing of his lordly bear ; in France, Italy,^ 
Germany, Russia, and Spain ; now frozen to 
death, now stewed alive, now diluted with 
sowpettnaigre^ now stuffed like a turkey with 
truffles and morels ; the fiercest extremes of 
weather and diet were inflicted without re- 
morse upon the poor bear-led bear-leader of 
a tutor ! 

At length, as the period of his release was 
approaching, and convinced that in requital 
for the purgatory he had borne so patiently, 
his lordship could do np less than induct him 
into the Paradise of Granglebe, the noble 
tormentor was knocked on the head by the 
morning star of a Drontheim watchman! 
The application of poor Quintus for preferment 
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to the distant cousin succeeding to the 
earldom was answered by a haughty hint 
that he ought to have taken better care of 
his pupil; and that the family wished to hear 
no further mention of the name of Quintus 
Ormond. 

A deeper humiliation than even this soon 
fell on his pi:ofessional career. One day 
having been idle enough to attend a meeting 
of the Geographical Society, he was pitched 
upon by a gallant Captain Dareall, with 
whom he had made acquaintance at Malta, to 
accompany him in an expedition of African 
discovery. The meek forbearing counte* 
nance of the unrequited tutor inspired him 
with interest. He swore that Quintus was the 
man for his money ; promised that he should 
share his glory — share his gains ; baptize the 
whole kingdom of Dahomey, throw down 
the idols of half a continent, and write a 
quarter of his own quarto. 

The captain was a bold man. He talked 
with plausibility, — Quintus listened with en- 
^thusiasm. Having secured the necessary fir- 
mans,^and a specific against the plague and the 
cholera, they embarked with a cargo of blue 
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befids, tin-tacks, caoutchouc-sheets, oilsilk 
parasols, and a patent freezing-apparatus; 
and in the course of three years from their 
landing, confronted stripes, imprisonments, 
the cheating of consuls, and barbarity of 
beys, four fevers, two dysenteries, one coup- 
de^soleily and a variety of cutaneous abomi- 
nations, too tedious to enumerate; all the 
plagues of Pharaoh, and, in short, a hundred 
more. 

Not, however, to dwell too painfully on 
the excruciations of the poor savant, suffice 
it, that he returned sole survivor of the ex» 
pedition; having eaten the surgeon of the 
party baked in a Hottentot anthill, and leav- 
ing all that the musquitos had left of the 
gallant captain, inhumed in the sands of 
Willah-mallah-assiboo, two thousand miles 
beyond Timbuctoo ! Nothing remained to 
Quintus on his arrival in town, but the rag- 
ged shirt whereon, with a pin and lampblack^ 
he had inscribed the notes of his Afiiean 
discoveries ; which, when transfca^red to hot- 
press, the world derided aa lies and imposi- 
tions. The frontiqnece to his work, repre- 
sentii^ the fiavourite idol of the King of Da- 
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homey, the Quarterly Review held up to 
shame, as a satire upon the Right Honour*- 
able the Lady Helena Jobson. 

As Quintus Ormond scudded along the 
by-ways of the metropolis, bearing his inky 
dishonours thick upon him, he was splashed 
by a fashionable cab, and hailed by its owner. 

" Hallo ! Quintus ! my fine fellow !" cried 
a most dandified edition of his cousin Ned, 
"where have you been making it out for 
the last hundred years? — Can't talk to 
you in this cursed place,— get in. We've 
a couple of miles between this and Bel- 
grave Square." 

The poor relation obeyed; and with the 
perspicuous brevity attained by having had 
to condense his tale of woe into one or more 
memorials to government, related his strange 
eventful history. 

" Sad business indeed !" replied Ned, as 
they dashed along. " Cleaned out, turned 
out, kicked about the world, like fortune's 
football. But never mind! the tables are 
turning ! Til see what I can do for you. FU 
speak to the Board of Control. PU men- 
tion you to the Colonial Office. They^re 
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Iways wanting a Bishop for India, or a Go- 
vernor for Sierra-Leone." 

" Thankye, thankye !" cried Quintus, " I 
have had enough of elephantine climates. I 
should prefer the merest trifle at home ; the 
romance of life is over. Mrs. Centlivre the 
dramatist, you know, who eloped with a poet 
at sixteen, espoused at six-and-thirty the 
head cook of Queen Anne ! Couldn't you 
recommend me^ my dear Ned, as chaplain to 
the Lord Mayor?" 

" To be sure I could ; my interest is uni* 
versal. You have no notion how I have got 
on in the world, since we parted.^' 

" You have had an increase of fortune V 

" Not a stuy ver !" 

" But how do you manage to keep up such 
appearances on an income of three hundred 
a year ?" 

" By living at the rate of three thou- 
sand." 

" And running in debt ?" 

«Pho, pho, phor 

" You must have taken up money ?" 

" Laid it down, you mean." 

" You have positively borrowed nothing?'^ 
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** Not I ! I know better ! My plan to get 
on in the world is by hading. I began, you 
know, with six thousand pounds. Four 
thousand are at this moment lodged in my 
banker's hands, one thousand of which will 
be transferred to-morrow morning, to the 
account of my friend, the Duke of Outatel- 
bows, at Coutts's, as I am now on my road to 
inform him/' 

"And the remaining two thousand are 
lost to you for ever?" 

" By no means ! I have good security for 
every guinea ; bills or I. O. U.'s from some 
of the first fellows in town. My popularity 
is immense. Every man of a certain stand- 
ing knows me to have at my command a 
floating sum in ready money. It has been my 
fortune to save the credit of many a fine fel- 
low, hard up after a heavy settling-day. It 
was I who helped young Sir Winham Scamp 
to carry off his heiress ; it was I who lent 
old Harbottle the twenty-pound note with 
which he won his quateme in the French 
lottery ; I assisted Sir John to buy the win- 
ner of the St. Leger; I enabled Lord Wil- 
liam to present that omnipotent pait of 
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diamond ear-rings to Zephyrine. In short, I 
am the universal friend in need. What fol- 
lows? That I have dinner invitations for 
every day in the season, and half a dozen 
balls per night ! I am on the list of fonr 
patrcmesses for Almack's ; and it rains opera- 
tickets on my head. More haunches o£ 
venison cro9& my threshold than that of 
Birch ; and I might stock the Clarendon 
and Albion with game. My library-table 
groans with annuals and presentation copies; 
my dinner-table with cards, &r more to the 
purpose. So much for London ! But when 
the country-season sets in,shewme the county 
in England in which I may not quarter my- 
self for six weeks, in acceptance of pressing 
invitations! Dukes, marquises, earls, vis- 
counts, lords, and commons, are my obli- 
gatees ; and, burning to throw off the obliga- 
tion, load me with hospitalities. A single 
thousand pounds of mine once changed hands 
so many times in the course of a year, that 
I conceive it has ever since returned me, in 
value, an income of two hundred a year. No, 
no ! my dear Quintus ! talk no more of bar- 
rowing as a somrce of prosperity. Trust me, 
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that one of the best trades going in the fa- 
shionable world, is that of a judicious lender. 
Such is the charm which has made my ugly 
face beautiful in the eyes of society, my 
pertness pass for wit, my vulgarity for the 
frankn^s of a good fellow. Don't offend 
Ned Ormond,'' they say, " he 's such a dcTil- 
ish useful acquaintance." " Ormond is al- 
ways ready at a pinch f " Ormond 's a friend 
in need." 

Poor Quintus sighed a deep sigh in re* 
spouse, for they had just attained the lordly 
purlieus of Belgrave Square. In passing 
TattersalFs, he had seen the hands of half 
the sporting peerage kissed to Ned; and, 
in taking off the Stanhope angle of the 
park, perceived the hats of all the double- 
lacqueyed ladyship chariots doffed to his 
cab. Thanks to his notes, he had become 
a man of note; thanks to his guineas, he 
had won golden opinions from all sorts of 
men. A gold-beater could not have ham- 
mered out his substance to cover a greater 
extent of popularity; a wire-drawer could 
not have drawn out finer his means and ap- 
pliances. 
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Instead of being worshipped, as was once 
the Golden Ball, he was worshipped as three 
golden balls. Nevertheless, the poor rela- 
tion was ashamed of him, Quintus Ormond 
fancied that "Money Lent" was inscribed 
on the front of his cab; and murmuring 
between his teeth 

Neither a borrower nor a lender be, 

took leave of his thriving friend, and mount- 
ed cheerfully to his attic. He would have 
preferred even the renewal of his tropical 
pains and penalties to the flashy fashiona- 
bility of the Lending Man. 
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Every condition of life commands its 
characteristic prospects. A Holborn trades- 
man, in thriving business, thinks to make his 
son a gentleman, by binding him apprentice 
to an apothecary or attorney; and a gentle- 
man's servant, retired upon an annuity, tries 
to accomplish the same end, by procuring for 
his some petty government appointment, 
enabling him to devote his pen and ink 
to transcription of the nonsense [errors not 
excepted] of greater men. The butcher 
and the baker, or rather the butchers' and 
bakers' better halves, are chiefly ambitious 
of settling their offspring in "a genteel 
vfaj of business," i. e. as drapers, haberdash- 
ers, or silk-mercers ; while the artisan, the 
man whose brows are beaded with the sweat 
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194 THE ATTACHE. 

of care, and whose cheeks hollowed with 
labour and famine, is satisfied that his chil- 
dren should be taught any trade insuring 
an honest livelihood — bricklayer, mason, car- 
penter, shoemaker, — what matters the nature 
of the toil which is to supply the joyless, hope- 
less, child of dust, with the scanty means of 
keeping that dust a few short years, and a few 
short feet, above the attainment of the worm! 

There is still, however, a lower cellar 
below the sunken stories of the grand edifice 
of social life. There is the stage of pau- 
perism, where parents behold their infant 
Helots dragged out of a workhouse-cradle, 
to labour at the perilous wheel of some 
unwholesome factory; or tct ascend the noi- 
some chimney, or dive into some «till fouler 
recess — the cesspool or the sewer — to ex- 
piate the crime of having been forced into 
a world of want— where the choughs, and 
crows, and birds of prey that breed arid 
build in the ancient towers bequeathed to 
us by the feudal system, still batten upon 
and engross the produce of tbe land. 

But the higher classes do not the less 
enjoy their respective grades of parental 
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ambition. The county squire, rich in a 
handful of county votes, despatches his 
squireling to a neighbouring grammar-school; 
while his younger sons migrate to Eton 
and Oxford, that they may " become" dead- 
shots at " yellow-hammers," or accomplished 
tuft-hunters, in the view of forming good 
connexions, and securing future preferment. 

The scientific man expatriates his young- 
sters to Gottingen, Leipsic, or Jena, in the 
hope that, by devoting themselves to the 
study of things which few men understand, 
theymay eventually discover somethingwhich 
nobody knows; while the professional men 
"chop and change hands;'' the physician 
choosing his son to be a lawyer, that he 
may hereafter grace his name with the 
initials M. and P. ; and the lawyer making 
his cub a parson, to attain the glories of 
M. and A. 

Even peers of the realm are occasionally 
much distracted by the necessity of chalk- 
ing out a line of march for their successors. 
The lordling, or heir apparent, is of course, 
destined to that busiest of all idleness, the^ 
task of becoming master of a great estate, 
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and the distributor of an overflowino^ revenue. 
His education is accordingly pronounced to 
be a matter of secondary import. His little 
lordship may be as idle and ignorant as he 
pleases, for "he has not his way to make 
in the world.'' He has only to lend his 
aid to the facture of laws, involving the 
rights and liberties of millions of his 
fellow-subjects; he has only to preside over 
the monopoly of so many thousand acres 
of the earth's surface, nay of its subficial 
productions, so as to render available, or 
unavailable, to the service of mankind, the 
mighty treasures laid up unbounded and 
unboundable within the teeming womb of 
Nature; and it is therefore obviously sufficient 
for the enlightenment of his lordly mind, 
that he should understand the points of a 
hunter, — be versed in Newmarket pedigrees 
— the comparative reputation of the tailors, 
most in vogue, and — the comparative want of 
reputation of the premihres dansetcsesde F opera. 
What need he know more ? — Is he not the 
chartered inheritor of eighty-thousand per 
annum ? 

The younger cock-chickens of the brood. 



THE ATTACHE. 197 

meanwhile, exercise the solicitudes of the 
parent- fowl. If there be a fat living in the 
family, Jack — the honourable and brainless 
Jack — must be brought up to the church ; 
to absorb the preferment bequeathed by his 
ancestors, and pretend to the future honours 
of the silk apron and shovel hat. Tom— 
the curly-pated one, his lady-mother's darling 
— is marked out for the eider-down heroism 
of the household brigade, to become a lieu- 
tenant-colonel at eight-and-twenty, and die 
in his bed at a good old age ; having figured 
at his two thousand levees, in the starry 
honours of his two hundred military orders, 
(standing orders, not fighting orders;) and 
derived a government income of some thou- 
sands per annum from a regiment, the very 
facings of which are unknown to him by 
sight, and the governorship of some castle» 
garrisoned by the bats, or Martello Tower 

falling into ruins. 

To Arthur, the third son, is assigned the 
Janus career of diplomacy! Arthur, who, 
having been marked out in his infancy to 
become a great man, was inducted into his 
calling in one of those lordly preparatory 
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schools in the regal atmosphere of Brighton, 
the .diminutive shanks of the aristocratic 
pupils whereof, used to be paraded in pre- 
cocious silk-stockings at Pavilion balls. To 
this end, the little honourable acquired, 
under the tutorage of Madame Michau, the 
elements of the polite art of bowing, and 
was taught to figure in a quadrille, instead 
of a cyphering book ; till at length, having 
overtopped the other weeds of the rank soil, 
and grown too gawky for juvenile ball- 
rooms, Arthur was sent abroad for the com- 
pletion of his education, lest by any chance 
he should stumble into something approach- 
ing to useful knowledge, in one of the 
classical academies of Great Britain. 

At Caen, or Blois, or Tours, he may ac- 
quire the mother tongue of diplomacy at a 
sufficient distance from the corruptions of 
the French metropolis. But at Caen, Blois, 
or Tours, he falls in love with the " one fair 
daughter" of the coeffeur to the theatre, or 
allows the Som prefers wife to fall in love 
with him. The increase and acceleration of 
the young gentleman's bills upon his father's 
banker, apprize the noble Earl of the fact ; 
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whereupon, Arthur is packed off to Saxonize 
at Weimar, and imbibe a sufficient portion 
of High Dutch to qualify him for a wishy- 
washy translation of some well-known play- 
"Clavigo, translated from the German of 
Goethe, by the Hon. Arthur Gammon- 
borough. John Murray, Albemarle Street." 

From Weimar, he proceeds to smoke 
away a year at Gottingen, to study juris- 
prudence, meerschaums, and saner kraut. 
But ere the twelvemonth elapses, a vacancy 
in the Foreign Office summons the future 
Metternich to Downing Street; and after 
a sinful fortnight at Paris, where it is in- 
dispensable that Staub should take his mea- 
sure, and the cercle des Strangers his bills, he 
tears himself away from the smiles of a 
tenth-rate figurante of the Acadimie Royale^ 
or the Siddons of the AmMgu Comique^ to 
resign himself to the labour of shifting Bra- 
mah's quills into his penholder of enamel 
and gold, and spelling through the Times 
and Chronicle four hours per diem, for the 
good of the nation. Le voild lanc6 ! — " My 
son Arthur" is now a diplomatist ! 

But whereas, within the mysterious re- 
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cesses of Downing Street, there abide cer- 
tain superannuated clerks, grey-headed, gan- 
der-feathered goslings, penned up amid its 
piles of pens and ink, in order to lead forth 
successive broods in the way they should go, 
a few months suffice the Honourable Arthur 
to accomplish himself in the mysteries of 
the Despatch Box. Within half a year of 
his arrival in England, he receives his first 
appointment as attachi ; an appointment de- 
manding an allowance of five hundred a-year 
from his father, to enable him to hold it 
like a gentleman. Attachiship is, in fact, 
too onerous a calling for any man to adopt, 
who has not money enough at his disposal 
to admit of his dispensing with every higher 
qualification, and interest enough to secure 
him an- eventual reward for his protracted 
task of doing nothing for nothing. 

But what a difierence between the "Ho- 
nourable Arthur, attacM d, FAmbassade de S* 
M. Britannique^^ and the Honourable Ar- 
thur, younger son of the Earl of Ganmion- 
borough ! From the moment of his pre- 
sentation at a Foreign Court in diplomatic 
uniform, the beardless boy becomes a per- 



THE ATTACHE. 201 

sonage, a personage invited to the enter- 
tainments of the corps diplomatique, and 
native noblesse, — privileged to dance with 
the established beauties of the court he dip-* 
lomatizes ; to hold its chamberlains by the 
button, and whisper in comers with the 
favourite Sultana of his Majesty or his 
Highness. 

The saucy little manikin is the dispenser 
of a thousand privileges; the confidential 
agent of a thousand correspondences "per 
bag;'' can appease Madame la Comtesse's 
resentment, by forwarding, among the minis- 
terial despatches, half a dozen pair of satin 
shoes, or a Brussels lace dress ; and protect 
the weak side of our international interests 
by smuggling into the parish of St. James's, 
the newest editions of Madame Sand's last 
novel, or a dSjeuner of Dresden China. 
Courteous as a prince of the blood to every 
usher of the backstairs, the attache rarely 
steps into the seven-leagued boots of his 
dignity, unless to insult some quizzical-look- 
ing fellow-countryman in a seedy coat, who 
is slow to comprehend the mysteries of a 
passport. 

K 5 
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To such a miscreant, indeed, the Jack-in- 
<5ffice readily assumes the official bully ; ex- 
claiming, " Do you suppose I am here, sir, 
to instruct you in the laws and customs of 
the country you are traversing? The British 
Government concedes a passport to every 
Englishman travelling on the continent. 
This, it is my business to deliver to you. 
But I must beg to decline being troubled 
with your- inferences or inquiries." 

Meanwhile, should any serious negotiation 
take place, (when ex-official commissioners, 
having the right nse of their pens and under- 
standings, are famished far extraordinaire 
by the Cabinet at home,) the attachk^ com- 
pelled, perhaps for the first time, to per- 
form an honest day's work in his Majesty's 
service, throws down his pen in disgust, and 
swears like a ticket porter at the officious- 
ness of the troublesome fools appointed by 
ministers to build up the breaches of na- 
tional alliance occasioned by the stupid 
negligence of the right honourable corps 
diplomatique, of which he forms a part. He 
eannot overcome his indignation and as- 
tonishment at having something to do. 
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Should the party of his lordly sire go pre- 
maturely out of office, the attache will find 
hijnself translated from the gay Courts of 
France, Berlin, Naples, St. Petersburgh, or 
Madrid, to some duodecimo capital, — Stut- 
gardt, Berne, Turin, or (darker and darker 
still) to Washington, or Rio Janeiro ; when 
he must either resign himself to his fate, or 
resign his calling. But should his people 
still continue the chosen people of the King, 
or his elder brother become a Lord of the 
Treasury, or one of his sisters give her hand 
to the Premier's brother, the Honourable 
Arthur is anon promoted to paid attacheship, 
and receives five hundred per annum for the 
arduous duties of airing the lap-dogs of 
Madame I'Ambassadrice, — taking care that 
her Excellency's schoolboy cubs are not run 
away with by their ponies during the vaca- 
tion ; cutting the leaves of the new pamph- 
lets his Excellency receives from England ; 
and seeing that their Excellences' carriage 
arrives to an appointed second after the 
Opera. 

It is true the honourable attach^ enjoys 
the sweets as well as sours of office, and 
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acquires a degree of importance, otherwise 
unattainable by his shallow capacities, by 
his supposed admission behind the scenes 
of the great political stage, no less than by 
playing jackal to the great lions of the 
State. 

Unhappily for Arthur, our hero, his ho- 
nourable stature happens to be of unheroic 
dimensions. His air is as unimposing as 
his intellect. Had he turned out a fine 
dignified-looking fellow, calculated to do 
honour to the blue riband, and figure with 
advantage among the great representatives 
of the Great Powers, at thirty he might 
hope to find himself " Sir Arthur Gammon- 
borough, Secretary of Legation ;" at forty, 
(provided some Queen of France, of Spain, 
or Empress of Russia or Austria, were 
young, fair, and discriminating,) " Lord 
Gammonwell of Gammonwell," and an Ex- 
cellency; at fifty, "The Right Honour- 
able the Earl of Gammonwell, K.G. ;" and 
at sixty, " Marquis of Gammonwell, Am- 
bassador Extraordinary, — Gartered, Toison- 
d'or-ed, St Esprit-ed, St. Ferdinanded, St. 
Alined, St. Waldimired, St. Michaeled, and 
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St. Georged,'* and all the rest of it ; with a 
salary of twelve thousand per annum, a 
palace, and a service of gold plate, to afford 
two dinners per week to travelling Earls 
and dilettante Countesses; — an object of 
wonderment to the Minister of the United 
States, working hard for his country on a 
stipend of* as many hundreds and a crate 
of crockery; and of envy to the honourable 
attaches sprouting up under cover of his 
branches ; — diplomatists in their teens, whose 
career is still before them. 



THE CONSULTING PHYSICIAN 



" I TRUST I have the honour of seeing 
your Ladyship well this morning, and that 
Lord Casserole has passed a tolerable 
night?" minces the fashionable apothecary, 
spruce Mr. Camomile, gliding with well- 
practised and noiseless steps over the muflfled 
carpet of Lady Casserole's drawing-room in 
Carlton Terrace ; casting a significant glance 
towards the golden pendule on the chimney- 
piece, to mark the consciousness of being 
within five-eighths of a second of the minute 
of his appointment, which he could not pre- 
sume to express. 

" A tolerable night V cries Lady Casserole, 
with indignation. " Brown assures me that 
he did not sleep a wink! — Since that last 
prescription of Sir Jacob's, he has in fact 
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been going on progressively from bad to 
worse, — restless, nervous, without appetite, 
and without ease." 

Camomile knit his brows into sympathy, 
and shook his head, ^s if it had contained 
one of his own draughts. 

"In short, unless Sir Jacob Jemini, and 
Sir Richard Colchicum, can hit upon some- 
thing new for him this morning, I must 
begin to think of calling in farther advice." 

" Your Ladyship cannot be too much on 
the alert,'' insinuates the gentle Camomile, 
well aware that every change of men neces- 
sitating a change of measures, is for the 
advantage of his annual account; that a 
sudden transition from Belladonna and 
leeches, to quinine and pitch plasters, will 
be at least a couple of guineas in favour of 
his bill. 

"There is a Dr. Smith, of whom my 
friend, the Duchess, has been telling me 
wonders ?'' 

"A Dr. Smith?'' hesitates the 

fashionable apothecary. 

"Dr. Hamilton Smith;' 

" Dr. Hamilton Smith ?— Exactly !— A 
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highly respectable man, — lives in George 
Street, Hanover Square, and drives a pair of 
handsome bays, — with a theory of his own 
upon digestion. He has written a pamphlet 
or two. — A highly respectable practitioner.** 

" Dr. Smith attends Lord Dansden's 
family, and the Lambtons, and Grevilles; 
in short, he is very highly spokeu of. Sup- 
posing we call him in?" 

"Why, really, — but here is Sir Richard 
Colchicum's carriage,*' ejaculates the apothe- 
cary, brightening. " Most punctual man. 
Sir Richard Colchicum ! — ^Just as the clock 
is striking ! — No one with whom I like 
better to attend, than Sir Richard Col- 
chicum ! — Good morning. Sir Richard, good 
morning!" — 

" Good morning ! — Your Ladyship's most 
obedient.— What news to-day of my pa- 
tient?"— 

** Nothing can be worse ! — Lord Casserole 
neither eats, drinks, nor sleeps," replies her 
Ladyship drily. 

"Pulse low, — appetite failing,'' appen- 
dixes Camomile. 

" Quite right. — ^Just as we expected," — 
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cries Sir Richard ; " the effect of the last 
change of medicines. His Lordship is going 
on as well as possible. We don't want him 
to eat, — we don't want him to drink, — we 
don't want him to sleep. — We only want 
him to recover." 

" But when I tell you, Sir Richard," 

" Tell me nothing. Madam, tell me no- 
thing ! Sir Jacob will be here in a minute ; 
(just struck two by St. James's !) and then, 
with your leave, we will visit our patient." 

" But it is necessary you should know. Sir 
Richard," 

"All that is necessary for me to know. 
Madam, I can inquire of Lord Casserole's 
own man. Brown is always on the spot ; 

and Very strange that Sir Jacob don't 

make his appearance." 

" Sir Jacob has just now a very arduous 
attendance on Lady Jemima Lullaby, in- 
sinuates Camomile. " She has several sick 
children; and will scarcely let our friend 
escape out of her nursery." 

"Then he shouldn't make appointments 
in other people's drawing-rooms. I must be 
in the Regent's Park by half after two." 
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" Then do you really think, Sir Richard, 
that I need undergo no immediate uneasiness 
on Lord Casserole's account ? I should be 
sorry, you know, that people had reason to 
tdk of my being seen every night at balls, 
or the Opera, if there were any immediate 
danger/' 

" Go where you like, ma'am. What good 
could you do by staying at home? Lord 
Casserole appears accustomed to the services^ 
of his own man." 

'' And Brown is such a kind attentive 
creature !" 

" I would as soon have Brown sitting up 
with his Lordship, as sit up with him myself,'' 
cries Camomile enthusiastically. 

" Very strange that Sir Jacob can't keep 
his time ! '' cries Sir Richard, dragging out 
something resembling a clock, by something 
resembling a drag-chain. " I must be off in 
ten minutes." 

" I see by this morning's papers that the 
Duke of Lancashire is suffering from a slight 
catarrh ; and Sir Jacob is probably detained 
at Lancashire House," interposes the benig- 
nant Camomile. 
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** Then, with your leave, Mr. Camomile, 
we will proceed at once to Lord Casserole's 
room, for my time is precious," growls Col- 
chicum. 

"Certainly, certainly, Sir Richard. And 
whatever instructions you may think proper 
to leave, I shall be most happy to stay and 
report to Sir Jacob. — Ha ! I think I hear a 
carriage ? " 

" It has stopped next door, at the Gene- 
ral's ! Sir Jacob is always so late I" cries 
Lady Casserole peevishly. " Really these 
Consultation-days make me quite nervous !" 

" Ah ! there he is at last ! " ejaculates Ca- 
momile* " I know his footman's knock." 

" If my fellow were to make half as much 
noise, I would knock him down," says 
Colchicum. " My rule is, When you see 
straw in the street, ring !'' 

" An excellent regulation." 

" Can't conceive how it can take a man all 
this time to make his way up one pair of 
stairs !r— I must be off in five minutes." 

" My dear Sir, we must make allowances ! 
Our friend Sir Jacob is not quite so young 
as he was," insinuates. Camomile, with a 
knowing smile. 
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" Sir Jacob Gemini !'' announces the so- 
lemn butler, while a gorgeous footman 
throws open the door; and in glides, with 
serpent-like sinuosity, the most courtly of 
modern leeches. 

" Ten thousand, thousand pardons, my dear 
Lady Casserole ! I must throw myself upon 
your Ladyship's forbearance, though I have 
actually been forced to tear away a button in 
escaping from the Duke of Lancashire, in 
order to keep my appointment here. Your 
Ladyship knows his Grace's little foible ? 
Quite impossible to get off, when once he 
fastens himself upon you ! Sir Richard, yofwr 
kindness will, I am sure, excuse me. — Ca- 
momile, my good fellow, how are we going 
on up stairs ? — How does poor dear Lord 
Casserole find himself, since I had last the 
pleasure of meeting you here?" 

" Why, I fear, not quite so well." 

" Ah ! just what I was anticipating with 
Lady Jemima Lullaby ; who, I do assure you^ 
my dear Lady Casserole, takes the warmest 
interest in liis Lordship's melancholy posi- 
tion. Not a day passes that she does not 
say to me, * My dear Sir Jacob, what is your. 
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real opinion of poor dear Lord Casserole ! — 
Do you think him likely to go off suddenly, 
or not?'" 

" Lord Casserole eats very little, and 
scarcely sleeps at all," observes the disconso- 
late lady. 

" Exactly the condition of our poor friend 
the Dowager Lady Bronchia," says Sir Jacob 
in a confidential aside to Camomile ; turning 
round to Lady Casserole to add, " Her lady- 
ship has swallowed only half a Naples biscuit 
soaked in punch jelly, since Sunday morn- 
ing: and her companion. Miss Twaddle, 
assured me, last night, that they had not 
been able to get the old lady to sleep, al- 
though she had read through to her, twice 
over, the whole last number of the West- 
minster Review, Poor soul !" 

" Supposing we go up to Lord Casserole ; 
— I must be off in a minute," growls Sir 
Richard Colchicum. 

" With all my heart ! — Lady Casserole 
will, perhaps, do us the honour to accompany 
us. — If any thing could tend to animate the 
spirits of our poor patient, it would doubtless 
be a visit from her Ladyship ! — Must I show 
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you the way, Sir Richard? — Camomile, my 
good fellow, pray precede us, that we may 
not break in unannounced. Ha ! little Fido, 
— good dog, — down Fido, — down. Sir ! The 
handsomest spaniel in London ; — a King 
Charles, of course? Lady Casserole, pray 
allow me to congratulate you, en passant^ on 
this little bit of Dresden. Quite a Ujou ! — 
Rittener's, I presume ? — Charming staircase ! 
The Carlton Terrace houses boast the easiest 
staircases in town — and such a -view ! Sir 
Richard, have you ever noticed the Surrey 
hills from that window? — Camomile, may 
we come in ?" 

" Well, Mr. Brown, how is Lord Casse- 
role to-day ?" inquires Sir Richard. 

" Bad as he can be. Sir; has not opened 
his lips these fourteen hours." — 

" Will your Lordship give me leave to 
feel your pulse?" says Sir Jacob, extending 
his own hand with amenity, and taking out a 
Breguet watch at the same moment. 

" The Doctor is asking you, my Lord, to 
put out your arm,*' whispers Brown to the 
sick man. 

" Ugh ! ugh ! ough ! ough ! ough !" 
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" My Lord don't seem to have much sense 
of what is going on," rejoins Mr. Brown, 
much affected. 

"Never mind, — don't disturb him," says 
Sir Richard. 

'' Is your Lordship aware of any change of 
symptoms?" mildly expostulates Sir Jacob, 
speaking in the patient's ear. 

" Ough ! ough ! ugh ! ugh ! ugh !'' gasps 
the sufferer. 

" Ah ! I see exactly. His Lordship's arti- 
culation is bad. But his skin is much more 
moist, and his complexion brighter. He is 
going on better than I had anticipated." 

" Going on ? — going off I " — murmurs poor 
Brown, as the scientific phalanx follows 
Lady Casserole out of the sick man's cham- 
ber. " Thank God, I shall never be great 
or rich enough to be cursed with the attend- 
ance of a grand physician !" — 

" You will find paper, and a standish. Sir 
Jacob, on the writing-table in the back 
drawing-room," says Lady Casserole, in a 
tone of plaintive sentimentality, after having 
escorted down stairs the three gentlemen in 
black. — '' I am sure poor Lord Casserole's 
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case will receive every attention at your 
hands." 

" My dear Madam, you must not allow 
yourself to despond," whispers Sir Jacob in 
her Ladyship's ear, as he bows her out of the 
room ; pressing her hand at the door, to en- 
able her to deposit in his own a two guinea 
fee, in its wrapper of silver paper. — " Rely 
upon our giving his Lordship's state our most 
deliberate investigation." 

Out sails Lady Casserole, the door closes 
gently after her. — And lo, the consultation 
commences. 

" I have not seen you this age, my dear 
Colchicum !" cries Sir Jacob, in an altered 
voice. " What have you been about ?" — 

" Spending Easter, at my place in Buck- 
inghamshire." — 

" And what did you do with His Royal 
Highness?" — 

" Persuaded him he was well, and did not 
want me." — 

"And with Lord Flam borough ?" — 

« Died last week." 

" And the rest of your patients?" — 

"Made them over to Camomile, here; 
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who gave me plenty to do on my return. — 
Eh ! Camomile ?— Ha ! ha ! ha !— " 

«Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha!" 

" And how are the birds this season V 

" Most abundant. — ^That week's hard rain 
in the month of March, did considerable 
harm in the low-lying lands; but my pre- 
serves are in capital order.'' 

" Would you like the shooting over the 
Duke of Lancashire's farms ? — I am sure he 
would give you the deputation. Shall I ask 
him?"— 

"Thank you." 

" Anything doing In the House last 
night?"— 

" Nothing particular, — only the leather 
tax. Sir Semi Colon made a tolerable 
speech." — 

" That man is getting on. I am confiden- 
tially assured that the Queen thinks very 
well of him." 

" By the way, what is his story about Sir 
Robert? — is he to get his peerage? They 
say his wife has been interfering. — Women, 
— always women !" 

VOL. II. L 
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"Always women! — So Lady Sanctify is 
gone off at last !" 

" Lady Sanctify ! with whom ? — One of 
her pet saints of the Lock Chapel ?** — 

"By no means, — a Cornet in the Tenth! — 
a lad of eighteen I*' — 

" I must not forget to tell thai to Lady 
Rollick. It will do her more good than all 

my prescriptions Do you dine at the Club 

to-morrow ?" — 

" No. I can't stand Willis's wine. — I 
dine with a turtle party at Bleaden's." — 

" Nothing like Bleaden's lime-punch, Sir 
Jacob, eh?''— 

" Ay, ay, when one has no patients but 
Dowagers to see after dinner, my dear Camo- 
mile.'' 

" Or when one is sure of one's dear Camo- 
mile to supply one's place, eh ! Gemini ?" — 

" For my part the last time I dined at the 
Club" 

" I trust, gentlemen, I find your opinion 
tolerably favourable?" sighs Lady Casserole, / 
gently opening the drawing-room door, and 
advancing towards the gloomy group beside 
the fire-place. 
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**No canse for despondency that I can 
discover,'" cries Sir Richard, with admirable 
presence of mind. 

^' After the matnrest deliberation**' adds 
Sir Jacob, '' we see no motive fDr any imme- 
diate change of medicine. My friend Sir 
Richard Colchicum and myself have decided 
that it will perhaps be as well to strengthen 
his Lordship's diet of chicken broth, with 
an occasional cup of beef tea; and every 
second night, previous to his Lordship's 
night-draught, an almond poultice must be 
administered about the region of the chest, 
—an almond poultice, my dear madam, sof- 
tened with rose water ; (Mr. Camomile has 
promised to be so obliging as to attend and 
see it properly disposed of;) and on Thurs- 
day next, with your Ladyship's permission,^ 
at the same hour, we shall have the honour 
of meeting here, to look in upon his Lord- 
ship again. I have the honour, my dear 
Lady Casserole, to wish you a good morn- 
mg. 

" Lady Casserole, madam, good morning." 

" Your Ladyship's most obedient,'' added 
the several leeches, each pocketing his fee. 

L 2 
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" I won't send to Dr. Hamilton Smith till 
after Thursday : this poultice may perhaps 
do wonders,'' muses the Viscountess, as their 
carriages roll from the door. 

And the poultice did wonders. There 
was no farther occasion for change of drugs 
or change of doctors. The Morning rPost 
duly announced in its obituary that "On 
Thursday morning last, aftiar a lingering ill- 
ness, at his house in Carlton Terrace, the 
Right Honourable Viscount Casserole, deeply 
lamented by his family and friends." 

Not a word was added of the obligatiohs 
conferred on the afflicted tribe by the minis- 
try of the Consulting Physiciatis. 



THE OPTIMIST AND 
THE PESSIMIST. 



It is an inconvenient thing for one whose 
inertness is willing to follow the example of 
the chameleon, and take the colour of the 
nearest object, to be surrounded by persons 
extreme in their opinions, or exaggerated, 
in their qualities. I am unfortunate in having 
two intimate friends of natures so opposite, 
that, were I to vary the tenor of my 
principles five hundred times a day, it would 
be impossible to harmonize with their alter- 
nate vagaries. Sir Josiah Crabbe is a gen- 
tleman grievously disposed to look upon the 
dark side of the things of this world. The 
spectacles through which he scrutinizes man- 
kind and their doings, are of a dingy blue ; 
and his axiom of nil admirari is so absolute, 
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that I doubt whether the word "Good'' 
ever issued, in an approbative sense, from his 
lips. 

My friend Joe Ramble, on the other hand, 
is one of those provokingljr good-humoured 
rattles, whose high spirits put them in con- 
ceit with even things that ought to challenge 
criticism. The eye of poor Joe is not of that 
"curious" kind which delights to "quote 
deformity." He has an intuitive faculty for 
walking on the sunny side of the highways 
and byways of life* Everything seems to 
smile upon him, or rather A^ seems to smile 
upon every thing he approaches. He cannot 
be made to believe that matters, public or 
private, ever go amiss. The throne, the 
government, the country— all are unexcep- 
tionable. He will not even have the weather 
abused in his hearing — the weather, that 
chartered scapegoat of English ill-humour ! 
If the harvest be a bad one so much the 
better for the farmers; if a good one so much 
the better for the public. When Ireland is 
reported to be in a state of tranquillity he 
thanks god that her prospects are mending ; 
when in a state of rebellion he is delighted--^ 
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for what chance of recovering her rights 
without a little stir ? On Queen Victoria's 
accession, he threw up his hat some five feet 
higher than other people — " A female reign! 
•—a reign rivalling the glories of the days of 
Queen Bess and Queen Ann," was all that had 
been wanting to complete the civilization of 
the kingdom, and the foreign triumphs of the 
British empire ; and the moment the Queen's 
marriage was announced he rejoiced that the 
sceptre was to be held, partnerwise, by one 
of the firmer sex. 

Ramble is, in short, the most contented 
man alive. National, even to bigotry, he is 
persuaded that England is not only the great- 
est country in the world, but that, were all 
other countries to league against her, as 
against Napoleon, they would lose their time 
and trouble. Unconquerable, insubmergible, 
she would still remain 

Unhurt amid the war of elements, 

The wreck of matter, and the crash of worlds. 

I can encounter these two friends singly, 

whether as friends or antagonists. By 

humouring their vagaries, I keep them on 

good terms with themselves, and, consequentr 
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ly with me. But when any unlucky circum- 
stance brings them into collision within the 
limits of my Diogenic tub, then comes the 
tug of war — and such a tug ! Crabbe is loud 
and fractious ; Ramble persevering and ag- 
gravating ; and, as the bleat of a lamb will 
provoke an irritable dog to keep up his bark- 
ing, Ramble's slight monosyllables have often 
the effect of worrying his adversary out of all . 
Christian patience. 

The other morning, Sir Jos. was sitting 
with me in one of his ultra-acrimonious dis- 
positions; railing against everything in the 
material or immaterial world — the affairs of 
the East, the affairs of the West — the cabinet, 
the army, the navy, and all other professional 
and corporate bodies whose healths are drunk 
at public dinners. 

I allowed the storm to roar itself dry. 
Since it pleased him to assert that the times 
were out of joint, and since I felt uncon- 
scious of any power to mend them, I put on 
a look of sympathy, and was mum. It is 
incomprehensible how people agitate their 
minds about the East or the West, so long 
as all is right in the first degree of longitude ; 
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Tower stairs !^ — Sir Josiah (who seemed to 
resent his intrusion in such towering spirits, 
as a personal offence) looked as if he longed 
to inquire whether poor Joe had travelled 
on the broad grin all the way from France, 

*' Here 's comfort ! '' resumed Bamble, roll- 
ing forward to the fireside the arm-chair 
in which he ensconced himself, to the dis- 
composure of my previous guest. " Here 's 
what enables one to defy winter, death, or 
the doctors ! — A good sea-coal fire — a glori- 
ous English fireside ! " 

"I have always understood, sir," replied 
Crabbe— to whom he seemed to be addressing 
himself for confirmation — " that th^e was 
nothing more unwholesome on earth than a 
sea-coal fire- To say nothing of the cursed 
sulphur which turns everything black in the 
room, (even one's temper,) to say nothing of 
the filthy gases emitted, of which, not being a 
chemist, I am incompetent to speak, (and I 
wish I were also incompetent to smell,) there 
can be no doubt that innumerable lives are 
annually sacrificed in England to our mad 
habit of roasting ourselves half the morning 
before the bars of a grate, as a preparative 
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for confronting the severity of the most in- 
fernal climate on the face of the habitable 
globe." 

"Climate, my dear sir?" cried Ramble — 
** Climate ? Don't talk to me about the merit 
of foreign climates! — I've just come from 
Nice, where I was shrivelled up like a dead 
leaf with the bise. J spent the spring in 
Constantinople, where it snowed half the 
time and rained t'other; and I am now en* 
abled to assert from experience, what I have 
often heard advanced by travelled men, that 
England has the best, that is, the most enjoy* 
able climate, in the universal world. You are 
neither scorched and dried up, as in the 
south, nor mildewed as in the north — 
nor'' 

Crabbe, who had been shrugging his shoul- 
ders Impatiently for some moments, now 
burst out with — "There is some difference 
between being roasted to rags, sir, and not 
warmed through I — ^The question of the En- 
glish climate is sufficiently set at rest by the 
masses of green fruit one sees piled in our 
markets, in our streets, at our very tables — 
an effectual check against undue increase of 
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population ! — It sets one's teeth on edge to 
think of it!'' 

" Well, well, so long ias our harvests are 
abundant we may dispense with a few apples 
and pears ! " — cried Ramble. " And nature 
has, at least, provided us with the means of 
bidding defiance to the weather. Look at 
this admirable fire," cried he, starting up, 
and placing himself before it, in precisely 
such an attitude as to prevent our com- 
plying with his request. " I look upon an 
Englishman's hearth as the palladium of 
national glory, I look upon our firesides as 
the instigants of our domestic happiness, — 
as the reward of our domestic virtues !" 

"And I," cried Crabbe, whose temper, al- 
beit the glowing grate was in eclipse, was 
rising to fever heat — " I look upon an Eng- 
lish fireside as the bane of all national pros- 
perity, — as the clog upon all national pro- 
gress, — as the screen of our inertness, — the 
pretext for our incapacity, — the hot-bed of 
our selfishness, vulgarity, and pride.. The 
pretended comfort of our fireside is the mo- 
tive adduced for closing ourselves up, even- 
ing after evenmg, within our own doors, to 
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tbe extinction of all social intercourse ; apd, 
consequently to the suppression of all the 
more expansive impulses of the human soul. 
While other civilized nations delight in the 
intercommunication which forwards the in- 
terests of the arts, the sciences, the public 
weal, an Englishman holds it a certificate of 
merit that, after muddling his brains with 
heady port, he can potter away his evening 
over the fire, muddling his affections with the 
twaddle of his wife and daughters, as they 
yawn over their carpet work or sewing. — 
What effort does such a man make, sir, to 
improve their understanding or his own?''— 

'* I don't see why he should not make an 
effort,^' remonstrated Ramble. " He might 
read aloud instnictive books." 

" Ay, and put them to sleep before bed- 
time," — interrupted Crabbe crabbedly. 

" He might direct the conversation to sub- 
jects of popular interest." 

"Which the misses would cut short by 
talking of cruets, lambswool, and a new 
stitch, whereas, were it not for the attraction 
of that accursed fireside, over which he has 
coddled himself from his boyhood till he has 
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secured a rheumatism from every casual en^ 
counter of the night air, he would take his 
young people into the society of those of 
their own age, to the improvement of their 
spinta and inteUects, and the encouragement 
of those friendships and connections which 
are to cheer their after progress through life^ 
An Englishman does little or nothing for the 
cultivation of acquaintanceship. He thinks 
it enough, fpr the happiness of his femily, 
that he cherishes one or two old bores of 
friends, who entertain, word for word, and 
blunder for blunder, the same opinions as 
himself. It is his favourite boast that he 
don't care about the world. He swears, t)n 
every fresh visitation, that he hates large 
parties ; which being interpreted, means that 
he is snugger in his own home, where he can 
engross the whole fireside, and lay down the 
law, than in a more extended circle, where 
he must share with other people his conse- 
quence and right of shin-broiling." 

" Well, I must still confess myself, on that 
point, a John Bull,*' cried Ramble, shaking 
up his feathers, and looking as if he had said 
a fine thing, and was proud of himself. 
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" Nobody doubts you, sir ; and you are in 
the majority — ^you are decidedly in the ma^ 
jority ! " cried Sir Jos. " For my part, I wish 
to interfere with no man's pleasures or 
pursuits. I only permit myself to despise 
them!" 

" I fancy I shall have most people on my 
side, when I say, that a good fire on a win* 
tor's evening is not so very despicable !'' — 
cried Ramble, rubbing his hands, with a 
chuckle. " A commodious drawing-room, 
with an Axminster carpet, well-lined cur- 
tains, closely drawn in the rear, — on one side 
a smoking tea-table, on the other a handsome 
sprightly woman, and in front a fine, clear, 
bright, glowing fire of Newcastle coal, con- 
stitutes my notion of comfort, I challenge 
life to produce anything tending more com- 
pletely to the promotion of human happi- 
ness!" 

Poor Joe now looked so provokingly trium- 
phant, that Sir Josiah could scarcely contain 
himself. 

" A pretty description,^' cried he, " of the 
English Garden of Eden ; — of the paradise 
of northern imaginations ! — Instead of seek- 
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ing the interchange of mind enjoyable in a 
large assemblage of rational beings, the En- 
glishman makes it an article of religion to 
lose himself in inglorious sensuality. With us 
selfishness is amplified into a partnership 
concern. What is called the domestic hap- 
piness of England, is only a more refined 
system of double-bodied egotism.'* — 

*' Every country has its customs," argued 
Ramble, undiscouraged, "The English are 
not a gregarious people. In Italy, society is 
held together by the bond of music — an 
orchestra or a chorus being a pretext for 
association. But I don't know that either 
the minds or morals of the Italians are 
much indebted to the Opera. In France pol- 
itics and the theatres tend also to the creation 
of masses. People meet at caf^s to read the 
newspapers, or seek excitement in the throng 
of theatres; but, in every instance, this results 
from the absence of domestic aflFections, or 
the want of domestic comforts. The mar- 
riage of a foreigner has been the effect of a 
family engagement, not of preference, not 
of attachment ; and, as to his home, with 
draughts of air streaming through every door 
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and- window, and a couple of smouldering logs 
substituted for a fine glowing mass of ignited 
matter that sends warmth into the depths of 
one's heart and evokes all the kindlier feel- 
ings of humanity; what has it to boast 
that need detain him from the chattering 
mob of assemblies, or the false glare of 
a theatre V— 

"Nothing, certainly! — And the conse- 
quence is, that he has become more intel- 
ligent, more refined, more independent, than 
ourselves. Which capital, pray, is progressing 
most rapidly ? London, Edinburgh, Dublin 
or Paris ? — Which nation has effected most 
in self-enfranchisement within the last ten 
years ? — ^The English or the French ? — Where 
are the arts most cultivated ? Where are the 
sciences most encouraged ? — Whence do we 
borrow our elegant inventions — our lessons of 
taste — ^the tone of our public amusements — 
the mode of all we eat, wear, sing, dance, or 
assume in the way of personal or social em- 
bellishments ? — From the Continent, sir! — 
from the Continent, which is not too much 
engrossed in warming its shins to neglect its 
powers of invention. From the Continent, 
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which, as it does not station itself with its 
coat-flaps in its hands before the fireplace, in 
the most indecent attitude ever imagined by 
the sensuality of mankind, is not brutalized 
out of all refinement of soul or elegance of 
manners ! Because we have accustomed our 
cuticles to this unnatural vitrification, are the 
great bonds of society, pray, to be loosed ? Is 
there to be none of that expanded fellowship 
of intellect from whence arises the great re- 
generation of the species — the grand eleva- 
tion of national motives — the cheering pros- 
pect of national glory? Rather let the wisdom 
of Parliament buy up the infernal reserves 
of Staffordshire and Newcastle, and freeze us 
into the necessity of congregating together 
for the sake of bodily warmth !*' — 

" Upon my life, I can't conceive what we 
want more, in the way of association, than we 
now enjoy r cried Ramble. "Those who are 
engaged in professions pass their mornings in 
social communication.'* 

"For the despatch of business! An English- 
man will do anything for the good of the 
shop." 

" Of an evening, Parliament brings more 
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together nightly, eight months of the year, a 
vast proportion of the most intelligent of the 
community." 

** Still, for what they pretend to call des* 
patch of business — ^that is, for the purpose of 
talking about despatching it." 

"The Clubs then?— look at the Clubs of 
London! Every fashionable street has its 
Club; and the West End a whole street of 
them, where the society you advocate may be 
obtained on the easiest terms." 

" The Clubs ?"— cried the pessimist "The 
Clubs ! — talk of the Clubs in the way of social 
intercourse ! — For what were they instituted, 
pray, but that the Englishman's fireside might 
be permanently ex-domesticated, in a spot 
where the claims of civilization are altogether 
abolished? — A spot where the fireside is 
secure from petticoat participation ; where 
hundreds of coat-flaps may be uplifted instead 
of a pair; a special mart of social egotism; 
an association for the encouragement of self- 
ishness, for the promotion of unchristian sen- 
suality. — Since the establishment of Clubs, 
which, instead of affording cheerful inter- 
communication witli his fellow creatures, a 
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man of what is called good company, affects to 
frequent, for the enjojonent of his newspaper, 
his cigar, or his solitary meal, the theatres, the 
concert-rooms, the coteries, and all other 
places of public entertainment have been de- 
serted, or, rather bequeathed to the exclusive 
use of the weaker moiety of the human race. 
And why?— Because, sir, these Clubs are 
an institution founded upon the same con- 
founded system of fireside enjoyment — an 
enlarged edition of the Englishman's fire- 
side — the Englishman's confounded fire- 
side!''— 

"Still," .persisted Ramble, (in the pro- 
voking little ^^ filet de voiw'^ which Moliere 
ascribes to '' la raison,''') "you must admit 
that, however it may deteriorate John BulFs 
intelligence, the domestic fireside constitutes 
the cradle of his virtues — " 

" Curse on his virtues I — ^they've undone his country I" 

cried Sir Jos, in the phrase applied by Addi- 
son to Cato, and by a modern moralist to 
George III. " Because King Greorge chose 
to dine on a shoulder of mutton, (at the hour 
when his roue son was breakfasting on a 
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devilled fowl,) he was allowed to fling away 
America without reproof, and to hang thirty 
forgers of one-pound notes and ace of spades, 
per month, without scruple of conscience ! 
So is it with that arch-humbug of humbugs, 
John Bull ; who allows himself to revel in 
oceans of gin and bitters — to gamble away 
his inheritance, from the pea and thimble- 
rig to Crockford's or the Stock Exchange — 
to render our public thoroughfares a school 
of the filthiest immorality, —to do everything 
that is vile and vicious in a fifty-fold more 
glaring and offensive manner than his neigh- 
bours, because he pays his taxes, toasts 
Church and State, and proses to any one who 
will listen to him, about the charms of an 
Englishman's fireside — '' 

"Nevertheless, I think I could prove to 
you,'' persisted Ramble, with undisturbed 
equanimity, " that much of what you have 
advanced" 

He was interrupted by a violent slam of 
the door. While the optimist was caressing 
his legs, and admiring the set of his boots, 
the pessimist had shaken hands with me and 
departed, leaving the smiling Joe in undis- 
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turbed possession of the hearthrug, in that 
characteristic and unceremonious attitude of 
self-indulgence which has become typical, 
from one end of Europe to the other of— 
The Englishman's Fireside. 



A POPULAR AUTHOR. 



Richard Fosbrook, — or rather Dick, for 
the abbreviation which his good-fellowship 
had won for him at Westminster and Cam- 
bridge did not desert him upon his entrance 
into the real man-and-woman world of so- 
ciety, was a very excellent personage; — 
something more substantial than a mere 
"good fellow;" a well-informed, sensible 
man, with more originality of talent than a 
reserved disposition permitted to rise to the 
surface. 

His shyilfess at length took refuge be- 
hind a title-page that, which he found no 
courage to say, he resolved to write. " Some 
sin, his parents' or his own," had dipped 
him early in life in ink. His infant elegy 
upon his mother's favourite tabby had been 
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wept over by every maiden-aunt of the 
house of Fosbrook; his translations had 
been applauded by Busby; his prize-poems 
printed at Cambridge. He had lodged in 
the same house with Lord Byron; his 
grandmother was a Hayley; his bankers, 
Rogers, Towgood, and Co. 

Such a concatenation of impulses was ir- 
resistible, and Dick Fosbrook became an 
author ! One fatal and highly unpoetical 
stumble befell him, hdwever, upon the very 
brink of Helicon. He married ; — neither 
a muse, nor a Madame Dacier ; but a very 
pretty girl, reasonably rich, and unreason- 
ably silly; — a professional alliance, for she 
was the daughter of a master in Chancery, 
and Dick was already at the bar. 

The duties of his legal vocation did not 
interfere with his homage to the Nine ; or, 
as his wife persisted in calling them, the 
foolish virgins. He wrote, he published, 
and wrote and published again ; and if " the 
learned world said nothing to his para- 
doxes,'' he was equally taciturn as to the 
amount of the printer s bill, which he an- 
nually pocketed with a genuine Chriistmas 
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groan ! He flattered himself he wrote for 
immortality; that post-orbit bond, the dis- 
honouring of which falls so lightly on our 
feelings! — and his wife and her relations, 
who regarded authorship as a lawless and 
cabalistic calling, inimical to the interests of 
church and state, and an increasing family, 
exulted in the premature deaths which un- 
failingly awaited his literary progeny. 

I dined with him once or twice at this 
period of his domestic felicity and public 
misfortunes, and never beheld a happier or 
more contented man. He laughed at my 
bad jokes upon withered laurels, and Lethe, 
and the stream of Time ; assuring me that 
the indulgent public was a dunce, "sans 
ears, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every- thing;" 
while his wife, half aside, whispered that 
the ingratitude of this senseless dunce had 
nearly alienated his mind from his former 
unprofitable studies. 

" Sur ces entrefaites,** my own equally 
profitless pursuits led me to the Continent ; 
and while vagabondizing in Italy, a para^ 
graph in Galignani's Journal bore honour 
able mention of "Mr. Fosbrook, the popu 

VOL. II. M 
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lar author !*^ " Poor Dick !" said I, invo- 
luntarily, "no relation of thine, I fear !" 

Yet 'twas the same, — the very Dick I 
knew! 

One of his least meritorious works had 
made what is called a hit : and he was now 
the "darling of the Muses," and better 
still, of the booksellers ; onq of the literary 
ephemera, basking in the transient sunshine 
of modern fame. 

Soon afterwards, I landed at Dover, ar- 
rived in town, — heard the muffin-bell once 
more — that 

* * Squilla di lontano 
Che paja '1 giomo pianger che si muore I " 

and deposited myself and my yellow valet, 
Gioacchino, in an hotel in Brook Street. 

Next day I wandered to my old club 
which was grown as fine and uncomfortable 
as " Ninette a la cour ;" heard my contem- 
poraries observe, as they glanced towards a 
mirror, that I was miserably altered; lost 
my way in a wilderness of new streets, and 
my footing in a plunge through the pud- 
dles of a Macadamized square ; and just as 
I was recovering my equilibrium of body 
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if not of temper, perceived a lank, rueful 
visage, gazing sympathizingly upon my mis- 
chance. Twas a strangely familiar face, — 
'twas Fosbrook's ; — not Dick, but the '' po- 
pular author — !" 

His dolorous physiognomy expanded into 
smiles on this unexpected recognition ; and, 
taking my arm, and my way onwards, we 
turned literally and figuratively to the pas- 
sages of our youth, till he almost became 
Dick again by the force of reminiscence. 
Nay ! had it not been for the deferential 
salutation of two wise men, two very 
learned pundits, and the raised hats of a 
bustling Westminster-ward Member or two 
whom we met scuffing down Regent-street, 
his popularity and his authorship would have 
been forgotten between us. 

" Dine with me to-morrow," said he at 
parting, " we shall be alone, and can gossip 
over former days." 

" With all my heart," I answered. " At 
five, — in Grower-street ?" 

" No, no ! at seven, in Curzon-street ;" 
but the words came not trippingly from his 
tongue. 

m2 
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The morrow came, and I was delighted 
to find that, among the various removes of 
the day, dear Old Bond-street had not 
changed its town residence, although "almost 
ashamed to know itself;" and as I re-pa- 
raded my daily walks and ancient neigh- 
bourhood, I was startled by the sight of 
poor Fosbrook's face frowning in all the 
panes of the print-shops. There, at least, he 
was no Dick of mine ; for his worthy counte- 
nance was distorted into a most cynical 
snwr, and he looked as blue and yellow as 
an Edinburgh review. Rain came on, and 
I was driven to the cruel refuge of a morn- 
ing-visit; when, having excused myself 
from an impromptu dinner invitation, through 
my " pre-engagement to my friend Mr. Fos- 
brook, — the popular author ?" — I was amused 
to find that even to be, his friend was a 
rising point in the thermometer of fashion. 

My intervention was humbly prayed to 
render him my friend's friend too. 

Poor Fosbrook ! I remember the time 
when I scarcely contrived to procure a third 
man to make up dummy whist with him ; 
he being considered a chartered bore, by 
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right divine, and according to the most ap- 
proved anthorities ! 

It was, however, with a feeling nearly 
amounting to respect for his new honours, 
that I trod lightly upon the creaking step 
of my hackney coach at the door of his new 
mansion, and was ushered by a sulky butler 
into a very literary-looking drawing-room. 
Over the marble chimney-piece^ supported 
by sphinxes in giaUo antico^ hung a fine por- 
trait of its master, in oils, by Lawrence ; and 
over a buhl s^cr^taire, a spirited sketch by 
Hayter — the original of the authorial print 
of the Bond-street windows. Poor Fos- 
brook ! I remember the time when a pal- 
try profile was the only copy of his coun- 
tenance ! Several proofs of splendid new 
engravings were '* ordered to lie on the 
table,'' beside a few presentation copies of 
the latest works of the day. 

"Are they good for anything?" said I 
to Dick, who found me with a volume in 
my hands. 

" I really cannot take upon me to say,'* 
he replied gravely, and with the air of a 
man afraid of committing himself. "One 
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of the worst consequences of scribbling is, 
that we have no leisure to look over these 
light productions, which are sometimes far 
from unamusing." 

" We r— Thinks I to myself, editorial ; 
while Richard (for I will Dick him no more) 
turned to the final page of the several works, 
and determined their length as the standard 
of their merits. 

A very light production now entered the 
room — Mrs. Fosbrook ; looking as dressy 
as the frontispiece of '^ La Belle Assembl^e.'' 
But if her gown were cotileur de rose, her 
brow was black as Erebus. The honours 
which had made him sad, had made her 
cross. I did not care. I had never ab- 
breviated her name; so as it was the May 
of a London summer, I turned for con- 
solation towards a fire bright enough to 
roast St. Lawrence. 

This movement necessitated a glsmce to- 
wards the card-rack, and I observed that 
its prominent features were " At Homes" 
from Lansdowne House and the Marquis 
of Northampton, and a "requests the ho- 
nour" from the Dowager Lady Holland. 
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"Aha!" said I to myself, "your popular 
author is ever a diner out." 

I trust my friend Fosbrook was an habitual 
one; or at least, that he did not effect to 
be " L'Amphitryon oii Ton dine." The 
solid joint and solid pudding of St. Pan- 
eras had been ill-exchanged, in his menu^ 
for the ill-dressed filets and fricandeaua? of 
St. George's ; and hot St. Peray and iced 
Lafitte were abominable substitutes for the 
old Madeira and old Port of old times. 

By the time the cloth and the lady were 
withdrawn, I was as much out of humour 
as Mrs. Fosbrook with popular authorship. 
To judge by the lowering brow of my host, 
his feelings were tuned to a key as doleful 
as my own. As we were tSte-d-t^te, I ven- 
tured an apostrophe to the memory of the 
Gower-street port; a fortunate digression; 
for the butler was summoned; the cork 
squeaked beneath the screw, and Richard 
was himself again ! 

" You have an excellent house here, Fos- 
brook !" 

" Why, yes ; — the situation is good, and 
the distribution better. Yet somehow or 
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other, even in my perfection of a * gentle- 
man's room," I regret my Crusoe's cave in 
Gower-street. There I was never inter- 
rupted by importunate idlers. My books 
ungilt and unprisoned behind the glittering 
wires of a library, came at my call. In 
short, I was able to read, and think, and 
write, as I liked." 

" And as others liked," said I courteously. 
"My return to England has discovered to 
me an old friend in the most popular author 
of the day." 

Fosbrook literally shuddered at the word. 
"No more of that, and thou lovest me !" ex- 
claimed he, in a tone of acute sensibility. 
" Keep the name for the first dog you wish 
to see hanged." 

" Pho, pho !" said I, " the mere cant of 
affected modesty ! You have won your lau- 
rels bravely: do not wear them like a 
coward. They were long, it is true, in 
putting forth their verdant honours : but 
now it would seem as if 'Birnam wood 
were come to Dunsinaue.' " 

Fosbrook shook his head despondingly ; 
and his whole air was so completely hypo- 



A POPULAR AUTHOR. 249 

chondriac, that, spite of myself, I burst into a 
hearty fit of laughter. By good luck it 
proved contagious, and having roared and 
shouted "k qui mieu^ mieux," the happy 
tone of our former intimacy was re-establish- 
ed between us. 

"The fact is, my dear fellow," resumed 
Fosbrook, lowering his voice, ^^ that I have 
led the life of a galley-slave since I came to 
my title—." 

"Title?" 

"Of popular author; — a title good for 
nothing but to expose one without redress 
to the insolence of every scribbler whose 
pen is the channel of his venom. No one 
presumes to insult a gentleman, or tell a 
man that he is a fool. But a popular au- 
thor is the property of the public, — ' its 
goods, its chattels, its ox, its ass, its every 
thing!' — a culprit stuck up in the pillory 
of celebrity to be pelted by all the raga- 
mufiSns of the times." 

"And yet I can remember your eyes 
being upturned towards the Temple of 
Fame, as a devotee gazes upon the sanc- 
tuary." 

M 5 
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" Ay, ay ! I looked at it through a teles- 
cope : 

' 'Tis distance lends enchantment to the view ! * 

and the farther the better ! — I had not then 
assumed the ^ foolscap uniform turned up 
with ink;' I had not donned the livery 
of the booksellers to * fetch and carry sing 
song up and down !' — I published, it is true, 
— ^but what then? — The sin lay dormant 
between you and me and the press ! I 
lived secure from criticism. Not a rep- 
tile of a magazine deigned to tickle me 
with its puny ant^mse. — My wife, however 
Qngry, borrowed no sarcasms frx>m the lead- 
ing reviews — *I found not Croker's satire 
on her lips, — 1 slept the next night well 
— was free — was happy.' On the strength 
of my uncut pages, I passed, in my own 
select circle, for a literary man; my family 
took me for a genius, and my servants for 
a conjuror. But now— my pages and my- 
self are cut together." 

" My dear Dick !" said I soothingly, for 
he had talked himself into a fit of irrita- 
tion, "remember how often and how phi- 
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losophically you have declared yourself in- 
different to the award of criticism." 

" There, you have me on the hip. My wife's 
fiamily, and all the generation of bores at 
my former end of the town, are constantly 
reminding me that it is idle to value pub- 
lic opinion, since I have often asserted 
the world to be an overgrown booby; to 
which I can only reply, like Benedict, that 
*When I said I would die a bachelor, I 
did not think I should live to be married.' 
When I wrote the public down an ass 
I little expected to become a popular 
author !" 

"But after all,'' I observed, "these are 
trivial vexations, compared with the glor 
ries of the daily incense burnt upon your 
altars, and the solid gains achieved by your 
exertions." ^ 

" Let me show some of the daily incense!" 
said Fosbrook, opening his pocket-book; 
"unfortunately it is made to be read first 
and burnt afterwards. It is a paragraph 
from a morning paper." 
• " Lege^ Dick, %e," 

" We copy the following interesting in- 
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telligence from the Newcastle Mercury. 
* Mr. Fosbrook the Popular Author. We 
are happy to be the first to congratulate 
our townsmen upon the near and dear claim 
we can boast upon the parentage of this 
celebrated man. Richard Toppletoe, for- 
merly a master tailor in North Lane, but 
at the period of his decease a much re- 
spected member of our corporation, proves 
to have been his maternal grandfather. 
Many still surviving among us retain a 
lively remembrance of the full-buckled flaxen 
wig and brocaded waistcoat of old Topple- 
toe ; and there can be little doubt that 
from this eccentric knight of thiB shears, Mr. 
Fosbrook derives much of his originality 
of mind, his baptismal name, and private 
fortune.'" 

" Very provoking, certainly," said I, per- 
ceiving that some comment was unavoid- 
able. 

" Till I read that cursed paragraph," ob- 
served Fosbrook, "I had always believed and 
proclaimed myself to be of irreproachable 
descent, and the representative of an old 
Northumbrian family ; and had I never be- 
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come a popular author, I should have re- 
mained in ignorance that I had a Toppletoe 
for my mother ! — but listen to another of 
these precious bulletins of the state of my 
reputation. 

" ' Bow Street. — Mr. Fosbrook. — Another 
instance of the irregularities of genius came 
this morning before the attention of the 
bench. The above popular author, return- 
ing from a deep carouse with some brother 
wits,^^— some choice spirits, who appear to 
have been partial to proof spirits, — chancing 
to unite the rampant valour of Othello with 
the disastrous plight of Cassio, fell into bA 
outrageous affray with the guardians of the 
night — (^ Guardians ! I wish they would 
niake the night a ward in Chancery !' ejacu- 
lated Dick,) and was at length victoriously 
lodged in the watchouse. Our worthy chief- 
magistrate considerately gave this delicate case 
a hearing in his private room; and after a few 
pertinent (qy. im f) observations to the delin- 
quent, upon the respect due to public 
decency, even from the genm irritabile^ he 
fined him five shillings and dismissed hito 
with costs; judging, probably, that Mr. 
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Fosbrook had already received poetical justice 
in the shape of two black eyes.'" 

" Very provoking,'' said I again. " And 
did you pass the night in the watchhouse ?" 

" Not I ! — I appeared before Sir Richard 
as a witness in fevour of an Irish, apple- 
woman, whom I had caught the parish 
beadle in the act of maltreating, by virtue of 
some Street Bill. Unfortunately, I was 
recognised by some dirty reporta*, who 
doubled his morning's pay by compounding 
this scurrilous attack.'' 

" But of course you remonstrated with the 
Editor?" 

" I did ; and my very forbearing letter 
produced a second paragraph, headed *Mr. 
Fosbrook. We are authorized by this gen- 
tleman to state that he did not appear before 
Sir Richard Bimie with two black eyes.^" 

"Well, well!" said I, "these idle slanders, 
if they filch from you your good name, do 
not steal the trash from your purse. Think 
of the solid profits, my dear Dick." — 

" I do, and with regret ; for they are all 
gone. Every poor relation (Toppletoes in 
particular), and every literary acquaintance I 
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had in the \rorid, gave me i^e preference of 
their first application for a loan^ on the 
Second edition of my last work ; nor does 
there exist a Utemry institution, or an 
est&Mishment for the eneotiragement of the 
Fine Arts, for Tfhioh my guineas have not 
been peremptorily ckinied. Meanwhile, my 
law has long since left me in the lurch, 
and my father-in-law abho^ me because I 
play shorts. He has persuaded my wife to 
send the boys to itehool, lest I should under- 
mine their morals. The old gentleman holds 
that all modern authors are atheists.'' 

"But what is become of your orthodox 
friend, the Dean of-- ?" 

**We have not been on speaking terms 
these six months : he is persuaded he can 
detect my hand in the anatomization of his 
. Emancipation pamphlet in the new review.**' 

" And Lorimer, our college chum ?" 

"Has basely deserted my cause ; he goes 
about *with his hand in his breeches' 
pocket, like a crocodile,' whispering that 
I have been puffed beyond my strength; 
that I have no stamina for the tug of war. 
My old friends affect to suppose that I have 
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risen abov6 them ; and since I have been 
noticed by half a dozen rhyming Lords> my 
wife's relations say I am grown fine, and 
have given over inviting me; while Sophia, 
as if in retribution, will never visit half a 
mile from the land of her ancestors, Blooms- 
bury ! — she is gone there to-night." 

"Mrs. Fosbrook gone out!" I exclaimed. 
" Then come with me to the Opera ; we shall 
be in time for the ballet." 

" Willingly, — I have a silver ticket." 
We rose from table; the butler was 
hastily summoned, and entered with a huge 
and portentous packet in either hand. Dick 
broke the seal of the largest, and read 
aloud — 

" Albemarle Street. 

" Dear Sir, 

"I BEG to forward you the Number of 

Review, which appeared this day, and 

which contains some strictures on your new 
work. Permit me to say that I consider 
them highly illiberal, and that I have always 
thought the Editor an envious little man. 
" I have the honour to be," 

&c. &c. &c. 
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"Don't read the article, my dear Dick- 
Pray don't. It will only make you bilious." 

" I will not," he replied, resolutely tossing 
it aside. Martin ! — call a coach." 

" I beg your pardon, sir," replied the man, 
presenting the other pistol — packet I would 
say, — " Mr. Bentley's printer has been wait- 
ing impatiently these two hours. He says it 
is the 24th of the month." 

" The devil r exclaimed the unhappy Fos- 
brook in dismay. " Alas ! it is not the first 
time my patience has been *put to the 
proof.'" 

I left him alone with his glory. Sympathy 
forbad my attempting the Opera; and I 
went home to bed ; where, thanks to Dick's 
deplorable destiny, or deplorable claret, I 
had an excruciating nightmare— the most 
appalling vision suggested by its influence, 
was, that I had attained the fearful honours 
of A Popular Author ! 



THE TRAVELLED MAN. 



For many centuries past, the travelled 
man has been accounted one of the nuisances 
of social life. Dr. Donne has more than 
one fling at him in his Satires. Old Burton, 
in his Anatomie, is equally unsparing ; and 
Shakspeare, who would never have been 
called Old Shakspeare had he lived to the 
age of Methuselah, so bright with the vivid 
impulses of youth are all the creations of 
his brain, has poured forth his spleen in 
many a racy passage against those English 
courtiers who think themselves the wiser for 
" having seen the Louvre," and puppies who 
become arch-puppies from having " swum in 
a gondola." 

But what would these old English wor- 
thies have said to the race of modem 
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pretenders, to whom the Nile is a wash-pot, 
and who over Edom have cast their shoe ! 
Where is the lordling, now-a-days, who con- 
tents himself with the jog-trot grand tour 
that perfected the gentility of Philip Earl 
of Chesterfield; — or what country baronet 
is satisfied to rival the Italian adventures of 
Sir Charles Grandison ? The land of Egypt 
is the universal mark ! The fear of the bow- 
string being no longer before their eyes, the 
travelled men of the day affect to regard the 
young Sultan as a sort of " Swell Abdul 
Medjib," and betake themselves in their 
yachts to the Dardanelles, as formerly to the 
Solent ; while every classic-bitten young 
gentleman of fortune who has sapped his 
way to an honour at Cambridge, thinks him- 
self called upon not only to go Byronizing 
to Thermopylce, but to have a finger in the 
pie of Athenian politics. As if modem 
Greece could not furnish schemers and 
intrigants of its own, without aid from the 
impotent prating and Bcribbling of Young 
England and its offsets. 

With such objects in view, in addition to 
the . charming scenery of the " circlmg 
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Cyclades," and soul-thrilling chance of 
being murdered by the Klephtes of the 
Levant, " the little military hot-house," once 
famed for the coolness of its knights as well 
as for the sultriness of its days, witnesses 
every autumn th6 disembarkation of hun- 
dreds of fajshionable travellers on their way 
to the East; who stop at Malta, as they 
would at Grange's, to eat an orange by the 
way. 

But why are these travellers for their own 
pleasure to convert it into pain and grief for 
society ? — Who cares a fig for their exploits 
at Smyrna? — Who wants to know the 
colour of the Sultana^s bathing-dresses at 
Buyukdere ? And why cannot they content 
themselves with the Nile, ^ prceterea nihUy 
without cramming us with crocodiles for the 
remainder of their days ? — It is much to the 
credit of Noah that the account of his voy- 
age was condensed into a couple of verses ; 
and if the fashionable tourists who monster 
their nothings to our dismay at the London 
dinner-tables, or who delight the critics of 
the Quarterly by " little lady-like books of 
travels," were equally considerate with the 
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cruising patriarch, the world would have 
cause to be thankful. 

There was safety, indeed, in magnifying 
the marvels of foreign countries, so long* as 
there existed no critical press to place suc^ 
cessive writers in the witness-box for cross- 
examination ; and when the 

Proud^ conceited, talking spark, 

who declared the chameleon to be blue, had 
little chance of being contradicted. But 
now that, even when a man tells the plain 
truth, like Mungo Park, or Waterton, or 
Head, he is sure to be accused of wonder- 
mongering, where is the pleasure of edifying 
a company by an account of the marvels of 
Karnak or the glories of Niagara? — So 
often has their tale been told, that Turner^ 
or Roberts, or Prout might dash out as good 
an impromptu likeness of either, as if they 
had sat for their portraits ; and not a ready 
stringer-together of verse, from Macaulay 
and Smythe, down to L^,dy Emmeline 
Stuart Wortley, but possesses the means of 
improvisating a graphic sonnet in their 
honour. 
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Nothing, therefore, can be more frivolous 
and vexatious than to have some dunder- 
headed gentleman in a country house seizing 
the party day after day by the ear, in order 
that he may prose them dead with his 
account of his Egyptian or Canadian tour — 

Which oft was writ, but ne'er so ill-expressed. 

Weye he not a travelled man, — ^were he 
simply privileged to talk about the Wrekin 
or Colebrook Dale, for instance, people 
would soon show him that he was too great • 
an ass to be listened to. But it seems an 
article of faith with many, that the mere act 
of crossing the Desert converts the dullest 
narrator into an Alvanley; and thus encoura- 
ged, the travelled man goes grinding on, 
wearing down one's spirits by the tameness 
of his thrice-told tale, in the tone in which 
people used to potter about Paris, the Bliine, 
or the German baths, thirty years ago, before 
the use of steam had vulgarised everything 
within a thousand miles of the Tower stairs 
into the "daily haunt and ancient neigh- 
bourhood" of the Oxford Street haber* 
dashers. 
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Scarcely a city clerk of the present day 
but has gone through the two last cantos of 
" Childe Harold," line by line, and mile by 
mile, plucking lilies on the Drachenfels, and 
listening by moonlight to the owls in Caesar's 
palace or the Coliseum ; and not a coterie at 
Pentonville but endures, over its green-tea 
and muffins, the same tortures which are in- 
flicted in Arlington Street by Sir Henry or 
Lord Framjis over his venison and hock. 

For the Pentonvillians, however, there is 
some excuse ; they have no Travellers' Club 
for the privileged emission of travellers' won* 
ders ; the admirable foresight with which the 
more aristocratic class of tourists provided 
themselves with a refuge where they might 
tell their lies and smoke their chibouks in 
peace, being «,t present unemulated by those 
who — thanks to the General Steam Naviga- 
tion Company — have found their way from 
"London to Cologne in twenty hours — 
Fare thirteen and fourpence." 

The aspect of the blank walls within ten 
miles round the metropolis during the sum- 
mer season, aiFords in itself sufficient attesta- 
tion of the locomotive propensities of the 
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nation which invented Robinson Crusoe, 
and publishes as many volumes of travels, 
per annum, as would line all the trunks 
of the three capitals of the British Empire. 
In place of the puffs of Day and Martin's 
blackinjof, or the " Try Turner's," which suc- 
ceeded the placards of the lottery offices, 
nothing is now to be seen but lists of steam- 
packets, and the prices and hours of starting 
of foreign railroads ; and so long as a gleam 
of autumnal sunshine brightens our sullen 
atmosphere, invitations stare us in the face 
at every turn, to annihilate time and space, 
and allow ourselves to be transported to the 
middle of Europe, in about the time it took 
the Nassau Balloon to accomplish the tran- 
sit ; that is, about half the time it former- 
ly took a Welsh baronet to transplant his 
family from the ale and toasted cheese of his 
paternal acres, to the metropolis. 

But surely those who are thus enableid to 
come like shadows, and so depart, and vice ver- 
sa, ought to assimilate their memories with 
their movements. So long as it took half a 
life to reach the Red Sea, a man might be 
pardoned for spending the other half in re- 



THE TRAVELLED MAN. 265 

membering and making others remember the 
journey. But the Red Sea is now as famil- 
iar as Cheli^a Reach ; and the impostor who 
presumes to set up as a Conversation Man 
on the strength of it, deserves to be laid in 
it for his pains. 

The most travelled of travelled men should 
make it his business to acquire the admira- 
ble sangfroid of Lady Sale, with her "Earth- 
quakes as usual,^ or the nonchalam^ of a 
fashionable sportsman. of our acquaintance, 
who, being careful in the keeping of his 
game-book, has an entry relating to the 
sporting seasons of his Oriental tour of 1838, 
Killed 112 braces of elephants ; 

„ 22 couple of rhinoceroses ; 

„ 32 ditto buffaloes; 

„ 3 camels ; 

„ 7 brace of ostriches ; 

„ 1 crododile; 

„ 137 brace of humming-birds; 

„ 3 boa-constrictors; and 

„ 2 pair of rattlesnakes. 

. In the early part of the present century, 
when the ponderous quartos of Dr. Olark 
and Sir John Carr came forth annually, to 

VOL II. N 
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be hanged like millstones round the necks of 
the rising generation, the restraints of war- 
time rendered the Travelled Man less insup- 
portable, whether in print or as u running 
accompaniment to a good dinner. Every- 
body had not then learned by the evidence 
of his own eyes that the Black Sea is blue, 
and the White Sea green. But, in the in- 
terim, parties have gone walrus-shooting to 
the North Pole, as coolly as they used to 
go and shoot wild ducks on Whittlesea 
Mere ; and unhappy martyrs to the cause of 
discovery now grill themselves on the sands 
of Timbuctoo, as once on those of Brighton* 
An enterprising captain has galloped across 
the Pampas on an ostrich ; and as to the over- 
land journey from India, it has become of 
such daily occurrence, that it might be a 
good spec, for some modem Fozgard to set 
up a riding-school, with a good stable full of 
camels, to qualify . adventurous ladies and 
gentlemen for the exploit. 

And yet there may be found, even to this 
present day, men sufficiently barefaced to 
talk about some stupid steamboat expedition 
on the Danube, or grouse-shooting party 
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in Dalecarlia, as if such miserable excur- 
sions were worthy to be mentioned to ears 
polite. — 

But it is not alone the multitudes of per^ 
sons who "go forth for to see/' which have 
invalidated the vocation of the Travelled 
Man. The world and its wonders are at the 
trouble of coming half-way to meet m. What 
panoramas, dioramas, and cosmoramas have 
sprung up of late years to bring the four 
quarters of the globe within Cockney ken ! 
— What models in cork, and models in wax, 
9,nd models in relief, of foreign cities ! — 
What explosions of volcanoes at the Surrey 
Zoological Gardens, and what dissolving 
views at the Adelaide Gallery ! — Not a scene 
of note from one end of the world to the 
other but has been pounced upon by the paw 
of British art — ^painted, engraved, mezzo- 
tinted, or lithographed, — ^published in num- 
bers, or doomed to shine in single blessedness 
in the printsellers windows 1 — 

But more than all this, the very natives 
of these foreign countries have been imported 
for our edification. In addition to maho- 
gany and logwood, speculators have brought 

N 2 
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across the Atlantic, I-o-ways and O-jibbe- 
ways. We have had Laplanders, with their 
huts and moose-deer. We have had Chinese 
with all the appliances and ifieans of their 
domestic life. We have had Tyrolean fami- 
lies, and Bohemian minstrels, shouting their 
hearts out. We have had 

Birds of all feather, — ^beasts of every name 
That shun mankind, or seek them, — wild or tame. 

We have had the Imaum of Muscat, Mr, 
N. P. Willis, Dwarknauth Tagore, Mohun 
Lai, and a variety of other half-civilized bar- 
baresques, exhibiting their uncouthness at 
our lion-feeds; so that those who talk of 

Anthropophagi^ and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders, 

have henceforward a very poor chance of 
being listened to. 

Every body knows that the best books of 
travels ever written have been compiled by 
Cockney authors in their garrets in Grub- 
street. Defoe was a man acquainted with 
the " vasty deep," only by repute ; and very 
happy was the inquiry made by Boulanger to 
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Theophile Gautier, on the eve of his Spanish 
tour, " How will you manage to write and 
talk about Spain, after you have seen it V' 
Byron, who vrote so graphically of 'Rome, 
spent but a hurried fortnight there; and 
Scott declared himself incapable of describing 
a scene which he had recently visited. 

There is consequently every reason to infer 
that the folks who ^so belabour us with the 
cataracts of Upper Egypt, and will not let 
one off a single brick of the Pyramids, have 
never been within a mile of a mummy. Se-^ 
cure from the notoriety which used formerly 
to attach to travellers in climes remote, who 
obtained a surname (as Kings were called 
John Lackland or Henry Beauclerc,)of Athe- 
oiain Stuart or Abyssinian Bruce,— they ro- 
mance d discretion. 

One of the most amusing specimens of 
tourist kind consists in the travelled family 
occasionally to be met with in remote coun- 
ties ; whose collections of the meanest kind 
of foreign curiosities, the refuse of ciceroni 
and valets de plaee^ maintain in the eyes of 
their country -neighbours all the consequence 
of a museum. A few paltry models of a 
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Swiss chalet, a gondola, the Coliseum in 
cork, and the Lake of Tivoli in wool, a coral 
charm against the evil eye, from Naples, sul- 
phurs from Vesuvius, and a villanous mis- 
match of coins, medals, cameos, and intaglios, 
antiques of the newest make and fashion, — 
suffice as a pretext for the Babel-like confu- 
sion of bad French and Italian they choose 
to jabber for the remainder of their days ; 
while the uncouthness of a German booby 
who officiates as their butler, and the fantas- 
ticality of a French nondescript engaged as 
femme de chambre^ complete the discomfort 
of their establishment and serve to excuse its 
irregularities in the eyes of the parish. 

Sir Robert Spragson is a respectable coun* 
try baronet whose ancestors were as stationary 
in the county of Worcester as the Malvern 
Hills ; and except when, as High Sheriff for 
the county, he made his appearance in 
London at the Prince Regent's levee^ the. 
utmost of the good man's excursions from 
Spragson Hall have never exceeded Chelten- 
ham or Aberystwith. A large family and 
moderate income have combined to keep 
him sedentary; and caused his sons and 
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daughters to be brought up at country 
schools, for the better certainty of remaining 
bumpkins and gawkies. 

Three great heavy lads took their places 
successively at their father's dinner-table, 
strong as his ale and ruddy as his beef; the 
joy of whose life it was to shoot his 'game 
and troll for his jack. The eldest, as heir- 
apparent, had nothing else to do. The 
second, having a family-living hatching for 
him, was crammed during a portion of the 
day by the parson of the parish, previous to 
being entered at the university; while the 
third was articled to his father's solicitor in 
Lincoltfs Inn. Three or four times in the 
course of the year, they were reunited under 
the hospitable old roof of Spragson Hall; 
where they found their old father and 
mother pursuing their old-fashioned way, 
and their clumsy sisters plodding through 
their worsted work, after the good old 
custom of the family for generations im- 
memorial. 

But to the great surprise of the neigh*- 
bours, the Christmas holidays a few years 
back, were signalized at Spragson Hall by 
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the return from the continent of the fourth 
son, Henry, whom most people belieyed to 
be still at College; but who, it appealed, 
had persuaded his family to sanction* a pro- 
longed tour abroad, in company with two 
other Cantabs who shared with him the cost 
and care of a travelling tutor. 

The Spragsons had probably commu- 
nicated the feet to their firiends. But people 
were so little in the habit of listening to 
their humdrum stories, that ike circumstance 
escaped the general attention. When known, 
however, all Applauded. " It was a capital 
move.— Three lubbers were enough in the 
Spragson tribe. — Lucky that one at least of 
the name would not be quite a ploughboy !" 

And lo ! the family dinners of the Sprag- 
sons were looked forward to that winter, 
with the utmost impatience. 

A single mie sufficed!— The transforma- 
tion undergone by the poor old Hall caused 
the eyes and hands of half the county to be 
raised compassionately to heaven. In place 
of the solid fare of its olden time, a seTies of 
opaque nastinesses professing to be jaimis 
and capUotardeSy cotelettesd la this, KCiAfrican^ 
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deaux a la that, wera handed round awk- 
wardly by country footmen who took care to 
dip the tags of their aiguillettes into the 
dish, while the starving guests were forced 
to divert themselves with the singular spec- 
tacle of a profusion of pears, apples, and the 
whole of the housekeeper's preserves, set out 
with the pretence of being a diner dj la 
Rmse; where the dessert only figures on the 
table, because the dessert is of the most 
agreeable and gorgeous description. 

The foolish old baronet and his wife had 
been assured by their travelled son that such 
was now the custom of the best tables on 
the continent ; and, lacking the customary 
ornanients and pieces monUes for the at- 
tempt, the once hospitable dinner table of 
the Spragsons presented the appearance of 
an indifferent luncheon; where fine nothings 
on fine plates of Delft are set out by an ill- 
provided housekeeper, by way of garnish, as 
a substitute for the cold fowls and raised pies 
that are wanting. 

The country squires consoled themselves, 
during this Barmecides' feast, with the recol- 
lection of Sir Robert Spragson's famous old 

N 5 
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port, and capital sherry. But alas! when 
the tepid Charlotte Russe and dissolving 
Plombi^res had gone their rounds, and no- 
thing remained to be fallen upon but the 
candied oranges and compStes of green-gages, 
on which, for the last hour, they had been 
wistfully gazing, it became clear that with 
the remainder of the good cheer, port, 
sherry, and madeira were banished. Very 
light claret, in very heavy pitchers, made the ' 
round of the table en charrette ; after a glass 
or two of which, the country neighbours 
who had been gazing so long upon pyramids 
of pears and pipings, thought of the cholera, 
and trembled. 

They had not much leisure for the indul- 
gence of their fears. It had become the 
custom of the Spragsons for men and wo- 
men to rise from table together. After 
the French fashion, every lady placed her 
arm under that of a gentleman ; and, to the 
utter sacrifice of country politics on one 
side, and small gossip on the other, they 
were forced to hurry in to coffee. 

"Grive me your good old English customs!" 
cried they of the quorum, accustomed to 
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figbt over again at their dinner parties, the 
squabbles of the Quarter Sessions. " What 
the deuce! is Spragson beginning to be stingy 
ynth his wine ?" 

These rumours, however, reached not the 
head of the family. Sir Robert was lost ii* 
admiration of the three profound bows, les 
trois sahds d^usage^ bestowed upon each of 
his parting guests by his travelled son; 
whose pigeon-breasted waistcoat, embroi* 
dered shirt, and marcasite buttons gave him 
somewhat the air of a travelling empiric. 
While the country neighbours felt disposed 
to knock down the presuming young jack? 
anapes strutting like a jay in borrowed 
plumes, whose impertinent interference had 
spoiled one o£ the most sociable houses in 
the county, the poor old baronet and his 
lady waxed almost as uneasy as Monsieur 
and Madame Jourdain, lest after all their 
pains, they should not have done things in 
the right way ; and the poor girls sat trem- 
bling, lest, after the departure of the com- 
pany, the fastidious Henry should commence 
his usual accusations against them of being 
^'fagotteesy que c^itait peine ck voir^' and his 
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entreaties that they would consign their ill- 
made gowns, and shoes, and gloves, and 
every thing else that was theirs, to the fire. 

A whole party, in short, made thoroughly 
miserable in order to gratify the ostentatious 
affectation of a Travelled Man ! All this, 
however, is but a pale copy of the odiousness 
of the Travelled Man of the great world, — 
the Travelled Man who should know bet- 
ter. — 

Scarcely a dinner party of the London 
season (of that order of dinner parties 
where people go to regale their ears as well 
as their palate), but is open to the deteriora- 
tion of one of these Talk-Mills* The late Lady 
Holland, who could look down importunate 
babblers into dust and ashes, could not look 
down one of them! — But the chief arena for 
the display of their genius for boring, con- 
sists in the blue breakfasts which the men a 
pretention of London life, are in the habit of 
giving, in imitation of Rogers. 

Let the choicest talking man of the day 
open his lips at one of these meetings on the 
subject of continental politics, or the state 
of the arts in foreign countries, and a smile 
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of superiority, bitterer than the bitterest 
sneer, is flung like a spattering of vitriol in 
his face. 

" The Emperor of Russia pleased with his 
journey through Italy ? '' — Ahem ! — The 
travelled man is "very glad to hear it/' — He 
happened to be at Florence when Nicholas 
passed through. He happened to have the 
hon<mr of being presented to him at Borne. 

**The Emperor, then, was not on such 
friendly terms with the Pope as the news- 
papers, have given us to understand?" de- 
mands some plain-sailing guest, who "asks 
for information." 

"The newspapers! Oh! if people once 
begin to put feiith in newspapers ! — But 
to what newspaper does the gentleman al- 
lude ? Certainly not to the * Quotidien !'— 
Certainly not to the *Diario di Homal' — 
Certainly not to the 'Algemeine Zeitung!'" — 

"No! he alluded to ^The Times*— the 
only newspaper he was in the habit of read- 
ing.^' 

At mere mention of "The Times'' the 
mouth of the travelled man is wreathed into 
the shape of the handle of a wicker basket. 
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«*The Times?'— Yes! he believed that 
in England people were still to be found 
who assigned some credit to 'The Times.' It 
was a great pity, however, that the gentle- 
man who appeared to be interested in 
European politics never read 'The D6bats; — 
the Journal des D^bats' being beyond all 
question, the best edited newspaper in the 
world. The mass of talent enlisted in the 
service of ' The Journal des D^bats ' was 
something incredible." 

The champion of the Times instantly 
buckles on his armour, and fights a good 
fight for it, — adducing the amount of salary 
given by the leading journal to professional 
men, and the amount of premiums squan- 
dered for priority of information. 

The travelled man observes, with a double- 
edged sneer, that "carrier-pigeons, and the 
tidings furnished by some treacherous pri- 
vate secretary, do not, after all, insure the 
summum bonum of political intelligence. 
The other evening, at Paris, he was discuss^ 
ing that very question with M0I6 and 
Princess Lieven> — who were quite of his 
opinion.'' 
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** And what do they consider the summum 
bonum of political intelligence?"— inquires 
the pertinacious questioner, who " asks for 
information." 

« Oh — a — why a — exactly what my friend 
Prince Metternich once observed to me, as 
we were discussing the question at the Baths 
of Ischl. ' You know CoUoredo V said he. 
— * You have seen so much of the world, that 
you cannot but know CoUoredo ? — Well ! I 
was once inquiring of CoUoredo how he 
managed to obtain such very correct' — But 
I beg ten thousand pardons !'' cries the 
Travelled Man, suddenly interrupting him- 
self, "I perceive I am growing indiscreet. 
One has no right to betray confidential 
conversation, however strongly tempted by 
the interest which I see you do me the 
honour to assign to the sayings of such a 
man as my friend Metternich." 

" Come, come, my dear sir,'' cries one of 
the conversation men, "you must not tan- 
talize us at this rate. We can't allow you 
to play Tiberius and Tacitus at one and the 
same time." 

" He should be called William the 
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Among the noun-substantives still lacking 
in our vulgar tongue, to designate the follies 
and vices of modern manners, is one to 
Refine the perpetrator of that common- 
place—the professor of that fashionable art, 
called by the learned, mystification ; by the 
gossips, quizzing ; by the French, persiflage. 
We knovr of no English term in which to 
embody the ^^ persijleur'\ of the Parisians; 
and the deficiency is the more to be 
lamented that, although 

We have not got the word^ we have the thing, 

in all the efflorescence of its odiousness. 

Nothing can be more arbitrary than to 
fix the limits of a living language; and 
those who are fond of setting up Dr. 
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Johnson as a Canute to keep back the 
advancing waves of philology, are, in fact, 
the mere Tories of literature, whose " Hir 
therto shalt thou go and no farther," is 
gradually becoming drowned in the stir 
and tumult of the march of intellect. 
It might have excoriated the ears of Dr. 
Parr to hear from the lips of an Hungarian 
innkeeper the Latin for a beefsteak and 
oyster sauce; or to hob and nob with the 
Waivode of Athens in modem Greek. But 
to say that the English tongue shall stick 
fast in an age unenlightened by gas, un- 
waterproofed . by caoutchouc, and uncon- 
scious of railroads, air-mattresses, Roman 
punch, patent coffins, paraboue-clogs, sinum- 
bra lamps, Rumford stoves, japan blacking, 
and Conservative Clubs is a manifest absur- 
dity. The " well of English undefiled" is 
not wide enough to float a steam-boat ; and 
Steele and Addison, were they to exhibit 
their flowing perukes at the Travellers' 
Club, instead of Tom's and WilFs, would 
have instant recourse to the slang dictionary 
for the extension and multiplication of their 
parts of speech. 
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Quizzing, however, is by no means a 
modem art or science : and disdains to be 
classed with the shampooing, or transfer-, 
varnishing, or oriental tinting, or mazurka* 
ing of the year (of the Lords) 1832. The 
persiftew of the Chauss6e d'Antin, is but the 
" scomer" of the Scriptures ; and the hoaxer 
of the Lowther Arcade, the mad wag ot East- 
Cheape. During the prevalence of house- 
hold fools and court jesters, it is probable 
that there may have been a monopoly of 
the trade; a privilege by courtesy attached 
to the motley coat, such as now invests the 
Mr. Merryman of Astley's amphitheatre. 
At the utmost, a private individual was 
admitted to participate in the right of quiz- 
zing his friends and the world m general, 
on the first day of April of every succeeding 
year» 

But now t^iat every man is his own jester, 
the peculiar department of personal mock^ 
ery, or quizzing is open to the general prac- 
titioner: and from the toddling old nurse 
who instructs our infant inexperience that 
the moon is made of green cheese, to the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, who persuades 
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our adult credulity that the firm of John 
Bull and Co, have no title to appear in the 
Gazette,— -we are dupes through life to a 
general mystification. The King's Majesty 
, quizzes the nation in an annual speech on 
the opening of Parliament ; and tte nation 
returns the compliment by addresses with- 
out end or aim, from one end of the yew 
to the other. Parson Irving qirizzed us 
from the pulpit, and Eldon from the wool- 
sack. St. John Long quizzes us out of 
our lives, and the Anatomy Bill out of 
our bodies. 

Quizzing was an art much practised among 
the Ancients. Diogenes was a persifleur ; 
the " Phrygian-slave'^ a quizzer of great and 
original genius. Scarcely a Roman Em- 
peror but quizzed his subjects ; and the 
sneers of Cicero went almost farther than his 
oratory. The nicknames so lavishly in use in 
Heathen times evidently originated in " the 
scorn of the scorners f while, in modern ages, 
even kings have been "damned to everlasting 
fame'' by the audacity of some master of th'e 
art of quizzing. " Louis le Lutin."-r'* Louis 
le Chauve,"—" Louis Ife B^gue,"—" Charles 
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le T^m^raire;'— "John Lackland;'— « Ed- 
ward Longshanks/'^ — " William Rufiis," — 
" Albert the Bear/'— « Henry the Fowler;' 
and fifty other princes, great and small, 
may be cited as traditional victims to the 
malice of some Theodore Hook of former 
centuries. Don-Key, — Sir Bobadil Birnie, 
— Goose Goderich, are not more eminently 
martyrs to the practice of quizzing than 
Tarquin the Proud, or Harry Hotspur. . 

Various, and variously offensive, are the 
branches of this anonymous or cacophonous 
accomplishment ; from the unpardonable 
flagrancy of the practical joke, to the merry 
conceit of an ironical compliment ; from the 
commonplace manoeuvre of filling our mull 
with Cayenne pepper, to the dexterous ana- 
tomization of ourselves, our works, our an- 
cestry, and posterity, in the* pages of a 
smart periodical. To-day we are flayed alive 
by the persifleurSy who change the "hot' 
and "cold" labels affixed to the water- 
courses of our bath ; to-morrow, by the 
j6cund jesters of the Review ! 

It is surprising what extensive use has 
been made of this 'curious weapon in the 
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conflicts of senatorial war. Of all the orators 
who ever quizzed the House of Commons, 
Canning was the mightiest. While he flou- 
rished the dagger of lath in their faces, 
or made a lunge at their ribs the country 
gentlemen were never sure on which side 
of their mouth to laugh ; and half-af&onted, 
half-mystified, vainly attempted to cover their 
confusion by FalstaflTs declaration, that they 
were not really dupes ; that. 

By the Lord I they knew him 
As well as He that made him ! 

The same vein of Parliamentary irony, or 
quizzing, has been worked by Croker ; but the 
" Arrah now ! honeys ! — are ye sure ye know 
the heads of yer mother's sons from so many 
rotten praties?" is very different from the 
grave and courtly bantering of Canning's 
Lord Grizz;le-ism, Lord Chesterfield, {the 
Lord Chesterfield) was the most graceful of 
quizzers, — Horace Walpole the most mali- 
cious, — ^Bolingbroke the most profound* Vol- 
taire quizzed mankind in seventy volumes. 
— Byron in sixteen cantos,-r-Hope and Beck- 
ford in caftans and turbans, and Bulwer in 
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a suit of Stultz's superfine. We all know 
how Ulysses quizzed the Cydop, and the 
iathers of the twelve tribes of Israel their 
common father. The crusades were, in 
truth, a hoax invented by the Papal See 
to divert the eyes of Christendom from its 
exactions and enormities; the South Sea 
bubble was :a chef-d'oeuvre of quizzing, and 
Law, the projector, the most expert persu 
flev/r of his day. His late Majesty was 
surrounded by merry jesters addicted to this 
pernicious propensity. By one he was quizzed 
into setting up the pepper-box minarets of 
the Pavilion; by another, into the creation 
of that wilderness of hay-stacks, the umqu- 
hile cottage in Windsor Park. A noble 
hoaxer of singular gravity, persuaded him 
to exhibit himself in rotund maturity in the 
exposure of the philabeg and tartan; and 
a persifieuTy the most imposing, passed off 
the gudgeons of the Virginia Water, for 
John Doreys and red mullet at the Royal 
board. 

Quizzing is, however, but a weed among 
the flowers of rhetoric. It is the most 
heartless of the daughters of mirth, — the 
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irollow vizard found by the fox in the fable, 
a goodly face of merriment but without 
brains. The systematic banterer pursues a 
mode of attack as paltry as it is fatal; 
crushes us, like Pyrrhus of old, by flinging 
a crab at our heads ; or poisons us, like the 
last Duchess of Burgundy, by a pinch of 
snuff tendered with an air of gallantry. 
A sneer, whether verbally or physiognomi- 
cally conveyed, is the simoom of social life ; 
while the sun still shines in our faces, 
we see everything around us droop and 
wither under its influence. 

All quizzing is not, however, of a malig- 
nant nature. We have amateurs and pro-» 
fessional quizzers ; — ^some who resort to the 
excitement of a hoax as a relief from their 
own dulness, even as others are actuated 
by " the dear delight of giving pj^in." But 
even the most innocuous quizzer is an offen- 
sive person. His pleasantries manifestly pro- 
ceed frpm a sense of superiority, or a desire 
of humiliating his superiors. A noble persi- 
fleu/Tj having raised a false alarm of a surprise 
of the enemy to put to the proof the valour 
of Turenne — " Young man," said the Marshal, 

VOL. II. o 
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" had I betrayed the slightest symptom of pol- 
troonery, your life should have atoned the 
hoax." Many mockers by profession provoke 
moreover the fate of the lying boy who shriek- 
ed for help under the fangs of the wolf. They 
have dealt so largely in jest, that no one can 
believe them to be in earnest. There is an 
old French comedy entitled " Le PeTsiflmr^ 
of which the hero becomes so renowned for 
quizzing, that when at length he prefers 
his suit to the object of his affections, no- 
thing will persuade her that he is not ban- 
tering her by ironical professions. The Dia- 
logues of Lucian exhibit a classical hoaxer 
of a similar description ; and more than one 
of Boccaccio's heroes is the dupe of a clever 
mystification. 

But of all human quizzing, ancient and 
modem, plebeian or patrician, nothing equals 
that now in triumphant practice in the lists 
of literature. From Zoilus to the penny 
newspapers, never has there, been criticism, 
penned or spoken, so bitterly pungent as 
some of the grave laudatory articles, by 
which Authors are now quizzed down to 
zero in the popular reviews. Satan Mont- 
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gomery is bantered with the name of Isaiah ; 
Miss Landon by a comparison with La Roche- 
foucault ; and Don Tnieba, with Pigault le 
Brun. This is a refinement in cruelty. It 
is twining the rack with flowers, and hanging 
a man with a cord of gold. The sentence of 
the reviewer should be " Yea, yea ; and nay, 
nay!" A Barmecide's feast of fame is a 
supererogation of malice. We hold that all 
authors so derided have a right to call upon 
their critics to make good their words ; and 
build up the visionary castles of their Fata 
Morgana^ (like London Bridge in^ the nursery 
song) with "gravel and stone ;^ or rather, 
" with silver and gold." A heavy mulct 
should be imposed on literary quizzing. 
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« These be thy gods, O Israeli" 

" Tis a most provoking thing," cried the 
Countess of Blazon to her cousin, the Dean 
of Killroghery, as they sat together at the 
dessert-table the other day, (her Noble Earl 
nodding cozily in his arm-chair by the fire- 
side,) "that, in spite of all my labours, I 
cannot train that boy of mine into any thing 
like political distinction! He had a tutor 
to run after him in his go-cart, was six years 
at Eton, two at Christ Church. For the 
last three centuries, our family have held a 
prominent place in the legislation of the 
country, and I shall be miserable if De 
Dunceanville does not make a figure ! 

" A figure of fun !" growled the lethargic 
Earl. 

" I have done every thing that could be 
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done on my part," continued the Countess 
still addressing her very Reverend kinsman^ 
" to raise him into notice. After observing 
how other young men of his caste are smug- 
gled behind the scenes, and pushed upon 
the stage of public life, I have left no stone 
unturned to bring poor Augustus forward.'* 

"Rolling stones gather no moss,'' grum- 
bled the Earl. 

"I am well aware that Lord De Dun- 
ceanville's education was most elaborately 
superintended," observed the Dean, finding 
reply inevitable; "but though we hold it a 
maxim, that education makes the man, I 
fancy something else is necessary to make 
the public man." 

" Of course, — quackery ; nor have I neg- 
lected it. From the time he was fifteen, I 
always took care to announce in the papers, 
(among the arrivals in town, or departures to 
Oxford,) Lord De Dunceanville, and his 
tutor^ the Rev. Mr. Olius, from Blazon 
House, Privy Grardens, to Christ Church, 
Oxon." 

" And that served a double purpose," said 
the Dean, reproachfully ; " for the Rev. Mr. 
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Olius, thus honoured by a squeak of the 
penny trumpet fame, is now wigged and 
benched among the Bishops/* 

" King's Benched, if he had his deserts," 
mumbled Sonmus. 

" No sooner had the boy quitted College,"' 
cried Lady Blazon, " than I got him sent 
attcuM to Paris, that he might learn French 
and dancing; and to Vienna, that he might 
study German and waltzing. At both 
courts, I can venture to assert, that he did 
honour to the British embassy. With six 
saddle-horses and an excellent cook, *tis hard, 
indeed, if a young man does not command 
the respect of society." 

"I thought," hesitated the Dean, you 
were obliged to send for his Lordship home 
jfrom Paris, on account of his carrying off an 
opera dancer.'' 

'* Carrying off!" muttered the father, " No; 
the poor girl carried herself off — drowned 
herself, one fine day, in the canal de 
rOurcq." 

" And the French thought proper to 
make a fuss, because she happened to be tlieir 
best dancer! Now, really thai adventure 
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might have brought him forward,'' said the 
Countess, "for you have no notion what a 
scandal there was. It was made into a 
melo-drame at one of the theatres of the 
Boulevards." 

" And yet did nothing for Lord De Dun- 
ceanville's reputation?" 

" Nothing. It costs me as much exertion 
of our family interest to get him a clerkship 
in the Foreign Office, as if his name had 
never been heard of." 

"But why waste the family interest on 
such an object?" said the Dean pensively. 

"De Dunceanville, heir to an Earldom, 
and eighty thousands per annum, appears to 
me very much out of place as an operative, 
on a salary of £75 per annum, paid quar- 
terly." 

" He will never appear in place, without 
some such probation." 

"And what does my son and heir want 
with a place?" grumbled the Earl. 

" Nothing with but a great deal from one. 
Notice in the Red Book, the Foreign Al- 
manacks, the Entr6e at Courts, powers of 
franking over- weight letters ; besides patron- 
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age for all the old servants of all his old 
friends. Just now, for instance, I want our 
superanuated page made porter at Chelsea 
College; yet, you see, with all your Earldom, 
and 80,000/ a-year, you cannot get it done ; 
y(m have no patronage to give away in re- 
turn." 

" I find my young friend is a Fellow of 
the Antiquarian, Geological, Horticultural, 
Phrenological, and Zoological Societies," said 
the Dean in a pacifying tone. 

"Yes. It seems that no name* will go 
down in the present age, without a collar 
of S.S. tacked to it. A /ewcinating young 
nobleman always begins his career as F. A. S. 
De Dunceanville often figures in the Trans* 
actions of the Learned Bodies as Vice-Pre- 
sident." 

(" Fic^-President,*' growled the father.) 

" Sends Patagonian Gooseberries to the 
Horticultural Exhibitions, and presents Mo- 
nomotatia Guinea-pigs, or a specimen of the 
Solitary Whistle-Bird, to the Zoological 
Gardens," continued the mother ; the "Right 
Honourable Lord De Dunceanville is hung 
jip on several cages." 
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("The Right Honourable Lord De Dun- 
ceanville hung up /" ejaculated the Earl.) 

"I have lately had two or three very 
sweet little things introduced into the Court 
Magazine under his name," sighed Lady 
Blazon. 

" I understand," observed the Very Reve- 
rend, " that two or three very sweet little 
things pass under his name; and his Lord- 
ship is a contributor, I fancy, to the fashion- 
able Annuals." 

Cela va sans dire ! Almost all the present 
ministry were his fellow-writers in *The 
Midsummer's Wreath:' and 'tis very strange, 
they have done nothing for him. Poor fel- 
low !'' 

"The blockhead indited a Sonnet to a 
Dog wagging its tail to its shadow," chuck- 
led the old Earl, " which the editor mag- 
nified into ^ A Study from Natural History, 
by the Right Hon. Lord De Dunceanville.' " 

"I beg to observe," said the Countessr, 
with indignation, " that my son 4S well 
known as an author of Memoirs ; of Histo- 
rical Memoirs, my Lord Blazon!" 

''Oiwhatr 

05 
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"* Memoirs." 

"Otwhomr 

"Alfred the Great." 

" Hurlothnimbo the Great ! They were 
written forty times over before the boy was 
breeched.*' 

"So much the better! He was the less 
likely to fall into error; and even that impar- 
tial periodical, the Literary Gazette, asserts 
De Dunceanville's book to be oi^ of the 
most oMe works of the day!" 

" Abomin-a^, I make no doubt," 

" My young friend has manifestly achieved 
a place in the literature of the country,'' said 
the Dean maliciously. "His portrait is 
stuck up in the windows of all the circula- 
ting libraries." 

"And y®t, I do assure you, he does not 
get on as he ought, or where he ought. 
In Downing street, * they never mention 
him, his name . is never heard ;' and we 
all know that Lord C. was a Lord of the 
Admiralty, and Lord F. of the Treasury, 
five years nearer to their nursery than poor 
dear De Dunceanville. Could I but have 
calculated when he made his debiU in 
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public life, how things were likely to turn 
out !" 

" Things ! 'Twas oijly the Tories that turn- 
ed out," said Lord Blazon. 

'*I might have made a more judicious 
choice of principles for him. 'Twas all my 
fault. Heaven knows, poor fellow! he had 
none of his own!" 

" You amaze me, my dear lady Blazon," 
cried the Dean, " I fancied that De Dunce- 
anville was with the Whigs.*' 

" And so he is ; and pray what chance has 
a young man of attracting notice who is 
dways with Ministers? It is your Opposition 
Men (no matter whether Whig or Tory) who 
monopolize the attention of society ; wrang- 
lers who pull protocols to pieces, quire by 
quire; dispute the Treasury estimatei^, cypher 
by cypher: oppose every Government mo- 
tion; meet the Civil List with quotations 
from Juvenal ; and blow up the Secretary- 
at-War with Vattel, Machiavel, or Lord 
Bolingbroke. Poor De Dunceanville has no 
chance of the kind. Obliged to waste his 
eloquence in apologies and deprecation ; 
'assuring the Honourable House, that his 
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Honourable Friend of the Home Depart- 
ment is not at present prepared with docu- 
ments to refute the v^ry learned, very ela- 
borate, but very insidious statements made 
by the Honourable Gentleman recently upon 
his legs.'" 

"Provoking enough!" said the Dean, in 
a hypocritical voice. " Pr^estined to say 
nothing that is likely to be listened to; 
and knowing that not even what the press 
says for him is likely to be read ! Poor fel- 
low!'' 

" Now, if I had but made him a Conser- 
vative ! Think by what bursts of eloquence 
he might have immortalized himself! I 
have two capital Church and State tirades 
against innovations on Ecclesiastical proper- 
ty lying .in my desk.'' 

" Why can't the Bishop, who wrote them^ 
speak them himself?" growled the Earl. •*! 
suppose his Lordship is waiting to be cross- 
examined by a Hierarchical Committee." 

" For the life and soul of me, I cannot tell 
how to advise you," said the Dean. "If 
your son be not too deeply pledged to his 
party, let him work his way roimd by de- 
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grees. He might even form a third, or mo- 
derative party in the House/* 

" A mule ! half Whig half Tory,— hot and 
obstinate! A monster — a hybrid! a thing 
despised of gods and men!" ejaculated the 
old gentleman. 

" Or why not follow the canvassing sys- 
tem, and be a Tory to Tories, a Whig to 
Whigs; or a * Moderate Whig;' or 'Philo- 
sophical Conservative ?" 

"A flying fish," muttered the Earl; "now 
soaring after gnats, now diving after grubs, 
— light as air, — ^yet leaden as a plummet!" 

" I am afraid the march of humbug, — in 
that direction, — has been cut short. The 
land of Penny Magazines has been couched 
for its cataract." 

" I recollect the time," replied the Count- 
ess, in a pensive tone, "when, for a man of 
De Dunceanville's rank to have written a 
book, even if (like the quondam Earl of 
Pembroke's) a book of farriery, was to have 
placed himself on a pedestal for life; and 
now, if a nobleman were to discover a 
planet, it would hh no better than any 
other planet !*" 
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"Except in the Literary Gazette; of 
which it would be the fixed star !" 

"Only consider, Dean, what that poor 
dear boy goes through in the service of the 
country ! Obliged to be in Downing Street 
every morning at twelve, rain or shine (re- 
nouncing his natural rest, and swallowing 
his muffins whole at the risk of dyspepsia !) 
compelled to remain there seeing despatches 
copied, — franking letters, — ^receiving parcels 
of French perfumery or gloves from the Paris 
bag, and distributing them to the various 
ministerial ladies to whom they are ad- 
dressed, — ^giving commissions to the different 
couriers, and scribbling his pretty verses on 
filthy government stationery ; Actually de- 
prived of half his ride in the park, two days 
out of seven, and all for the chance of being 
one day or other * a paltry Under-Secretary 
of State.'" 

"What self-devotion!" 

" His health will not stand it much longer. 
He is constantly obliged to ask leave of 
absence and run down to Brighton. De 
Dunceanville is dreadfully consumptive.*' 

("Of fish, soup, and patties !" mumbled 
the Earl.) 
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" I have half a mind he should turn Radi- 
cal!'' said the Countess. "A Radical Lord 
would be a novelty, and create a sensation !" 
II y avoit une fois un Comte de Mirabeau^ 
said the Dean drily. 

" And then he would be sufre to remain 
in opposition. No chance, at all events, of 
the Rads burrowing their way to the Trea- 
sury Bench !" 

'' Ne gagez pas r as Agnes says, cried the 
Dean. " The. age progresses ! Two years ago 
Great Britain congratulated herself on hav- 
ing a Radical Sovereign. I should never be 
surprised to find small change for one jing- 
ling in the National purse/' 

" That might at last enable us to pay 
twenty shillings in the pound,'' cried the 
Earl, waking up. 

" My dear Blazon," said the Countess, in 
a silencing voice, " be so obliging as to re- 
member that we are not talking of politics 
— only of LoRDLiNG legislators." 



A PROMISING YOUNG MAN. 



Jack Spencer is one of those anomalous 
heroes to be met with in London and other 
capitals; who, bom of poor parents, and 
likely to people the world with still poorer 
children, enjoy, during their lifetime, the 
most lavish gifts of opulence. 

It is rumoured of Jack, that he came into 
the world a fright ; whereupon the nurse re- 
marked, that handsome children invariably 
grow up ugly, and that the poor babe was a 
'' very promising infant." Upon that hint has 
he proceeded through life. At school, a con- 
firmed dunce, the schoolmaster finding that 
the outlay in birch exceeded the profits of 
his board, soon gave him tip to laziness, as- 
suring his mother that great geniuses were 
usually idle, and that Jack was ^ very pro- 
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mising little fellow. On his own part, the 
great genius was equally certain that he 
never should be able to do anything at Pro- 
spect House ; but he promised, if recalled 
home, (where his chief exercise consisted in 
catching flies on a window,) to achieve won- 
ders. 

Wonders he certainly did achieve; for, 
within six months of the domiciliation of the 
^reat, awkward, ignorant boy of fifteen, with 
his mamma, a widow lady, living on her small 
toeans in a Bath boarding-house, notice to 
quit was served on mother and son. Every 
weak and defenceless animal within his reach 
had been made the victim of his persecution; 
from cats and canary birds, to gouty old gen- 
tlemen and sensitive young ladies. Miss 
Matilda Smith, the daughter of an opposite 
neighbour, was removed vnth her governessf 
to a back attic, to be beyond reach of the 
pellets of his popgun ; while, the gold-headed 
cane of old Mr. Tittlemouse, one of the boar- 
ders, gave way one evening, as he entered 
the lower rooms, with evident symptoms of 
having been maliciously sawn asunder. 
Jack Spencer pleaded guilty, but promised 
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to be more cautious for the future, on con- 
dition that bis mother would release bim 
from boarding-house durance, and procujp 
him a pair of colours. As an ensign in the 
Guards, he promised to become a greater 
man than had graced the army list since the 
days of the great Marlborough. 

Even while complying with his entreaties, 
the fond mother assured him her fortune was 
inadequate to the expenses of such a regi- 
ment, and predicted that he would be ruined, 

" I promise you," replied Jack, " that I will 
never exceed my allowance." 

" How do you know that I can make you 
one?" demanded the widow Spencer. 

" Because every fellow in the Guards has 
an allowance*" 

"An additional proof of the absurdity of 
your launching into a career beyond your 
means." 

By dint, however, of promising to observe 
in London the economy likely to be promot- 
ed by the rigid vow of temperance, soberness, 
and chastity, required by the prudent matron. 
Jack finally accomplished his object. He 
was gazetted an ensign in the Coldstream, a 
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probable prelude to figuring at some future 
time in another page of the same truth-telling 
periodical 

From the moment of joining his regiment, 
no bounds to the promises of Jack ! He pro- 
mised thirty guineas a-year to a smart groom, 
and twenty guineas per month to a livery-man 
for the use of two broken-winded jades, on 
which himself and the smart groom were to 
figure in the Park, By what process of arith- 
metic these two hundred and seventy guineas 
p^r annum were to be extracted from his al- 
lowance of one hundred and fifty, was best 
known to Jack; -who, having a Cockerian 
code of his ovm, had promised payment out 
of the same fund to a fashionable tailor, 
(never known to render a raw ensign in the 
Guards presentable at less than two hun* 
dred a-year,) a hatter, a jeweller, a glover, 
a mercer, a bookseller, a bootmaker, and 
one or two other commercial items, to the 
tune of some hundreds more* Fortunatus's 
wishing cap seemed in his mouth. He had 
only to promise to call and pay, and every- 
thing on earth he desired found its way to 
his lodgings in Bennett Street. 
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Meanwhile Jack came to be accounted, 
among his brother officers, an agreeable, good* 
natured fellow, a character which, from his 
brother officers, eventually spread into the 
world. Whatever they wanted done, the oblig- 
ing Jack promised not only to undertake, but 
to compass. He promised to get their bills 
discounted, their horses broken, their dogs 
entered, their billets-doux conveyed, their soft 
looks kindly returned. When a boating 
party was a-foot, he promised them there 
should be no rain ; when a cricket party no 
sun. He promised them free admission into 
the greenroom of the theatre, and promised 
the actors, in return for the privilege, his pat* 
ronage at their benefits. He promised the 
rising young author to get his piece accepted 
by managers ; he promised managers to bring 
them a capital piece from a rising young 
author; he promised Dactyl to introduce 
him to Lady Bas Bleu, and he promised Lady 
Bas Bleu an introduction to Dactyl the poet. 
Jack Spencer was in fact factotum to the 
whole household brigade — a universal pro- 
missory note. 

In a less aristocratic regiment, Jack's pro- 
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mises might have been less needed, and 
therefore less heeded. But the Honourable 
Tom Shuffletons and Viscount Milksops, with 
whom he was now associating, were the very 
fellows to live like "courtiers — promise- 
crammed." All were living beyond their 
income; and it was vastly convenient to 
have a gentlemanly-looking fellow like Jack 
Spencer, with such very white teeth and 
hands ready at all hours to do their dirty 
work for them ; to call upon that impudent 
rascal Snip, in St James's Street, and promise 
him that, if he desisted from proceedings, his 
bill should be paid in February ; or to promise 
a good thrashing to those wretched sneaks* 
Gadroon and Facet of Bond Street, if their 
small account for the dressing-case and pearl 
studs were sent into the " governor." 

To ensigns rawer than himself. Jack 
Spencer proceeded so far as to promise, 
vouchers and subscriptions for Almack's; 
which promises, as he was daily seen parad- 
ing Pall Mall, arm-in-arm, with Lord Thomas 
Trip, a younger son of the most influential of 
the patronesses, wore a sufficiently plausible 
appearance. To Lord Thomas, however, he 
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had in the meantime "promised never to 
bore him about Almacks." 

It is probable that this engagement on 
the part of the promising young man was 
faithfully kept ; foi* Jack Spencer was soon 
invited to pass his Christmas holidays at 
Upmore Castle, the seat of the Duke of 
Upmore, Lord Thomas's father. There were 
five Ladies Trip, ugly, dashing, fashionable 
girls, who, by dint of boundless audacity, ob- 
tained in the great world the name of having 
Vair distinguL On a first acquaintance with 
their, brother's obliging friend. Lady Anne 
and Lady Mary — the oiily two out and pre- 
sented, or rather presented and out — ^were 
sufficiently satisfied with the promise of his 
aristocratic name (his father having been a 
Bristol slopseller !) and competent bachelor 
establishment, to fancy it possible that, lack- 
ing the Earls and eldest sons who failed to 
offer themselves, Jack Spencer might be 
accepted as a forlorn hope. This supposi- 
tion, however, quickly gave place to more 
appropriate plans. He was soon seen through 
as a marrying man, but by no means a man 
to be married, and* adopted as an incom- 
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parable villa-drudge for the holidays : if not 
matrimonial himself, he might become a 
cause of matrimony in others. The Duchess 
was getting up charades, tableaux, and pri- 
vate theatricals, in order that her guests 
might have no cause to complain that suffi- 
cient pains were not taken to tire out their 
patience. "As to the theatricals," Jack 
had already promised to get the best ad- 
vice from Bunn, concerning decorations and 
eifects. Bunn was the best fellow in the 
world ; and whatever properties were want- 
ed fdr Upmore Ckstle, Jack promised should 
be forthcoming. "As to the tableaux," 
Edwin Landseer should make .out sketches 
for him. Landseer was the best fellow in 
the world, and would do anything to serve 
him. Jack promised them that whatever 
assistance was wanted for Upmore Castle, 
from the author of Bolton Abbey, should be 
forthcoming. "As to .the charades," his 
friend Alfred D'Orsay was the cleverest fel- 
low on earth at such things ; Alfred D'Orsay 
would furnish him with programmes of the 
best charades that have appeared since those 
of Theodore Leclerq, Whatever assistance 



312 A PROMISING YOUNG MAN. 

his friend D'Orsay could render to the cha- 
rades at Upmore Castle he promised should 
be forthcoming ! Jack Spencer was accord- 
ingly invited to spend the Easter vacation 
with the Trips, and promised to make his 
appearance; and at Easter, he promised to 
return to his post at the close of the London 
season ; — which of all his promises was the 
only one performed. But, though the aid of 
his friends the two Alfreds, and his friend 
the one and unique Edwin, were wanting, 
Jack Spencer expressed himself so indignant 
at their disappointing him, and promiseftJ so 
vehemently to punish his friends by dropping 
their acquaintance, that the Ladies Trip ex- 
erted themselves to pacify his wrath, and re- 
concile him to the three and the deuce. 

From. that period Jack became, as it were, 
domesticated in the Trip family. In town, 
it was his business to wait on the Duchess 
every morning for instructions, in pursuance 
of which, he promised to be in waiting at 
such and such hours, at the Zoological, Hor- 
ticultural, or Kensington Gardens, the Bri- 
tish or National Gallery, the Opera, Almack's, 
or Devonshire House. His cue was to call 
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carriages or carry boas, — ^to lend an arm or 
borrow a parasol; and, for once, his pro- 
mises were fulfilled so strictly to the letter, 
that the Duchess of Upmore scarcely knew 
her right hand from her left, or her daugh- 
ter Lady Anne from her daughter Lady 
Jane, unless when Jack Spencer was at hand 
to explain. Jack Spencer, meanwhile, was 
promising himself a rich reward for all this 
pain and trouble. 

To aspire to the hand of one of her Grace's 
daughters was a folly of which, even in his 
wildest moods, he was incapable. Had the 
five Ladies Trip been offered individually or 
collectively to his acceptance, he would not 
so much as have promised to be grateful. 
It was one of the Duke of Upmore's seats 
he was ambitious to appropriate — not his 
country seats, but his seats in Parliament ! 
In the dilapidated state of Jack's finances, 
even his promises to pay were laughed to 
scorn,^ and no security remained for him but 
membership. Either the House of Com- 
mons, or the King's Bench ! 

At his future visits to the castle, accord- 
ingly. Jack became most assiduous in accom- 

VOL. II. p 
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panying his noble friend, the Duke of Up- 
more, to corporation dinners and county 
meetings. Lord John and Lord Thomlus, 
who were out of debt, and wished to remain 
out of Parliament, gladly accepted their ob- 
liging friend Spencer's promises that, so long 
as he remained at Upmore Castle, they should 
never be called upon to drink strong punch 
and drivel weak speeches in support of the 
family interest ; and, in process of time, the 
mayor and freemen of the ancient and in- 
dependent borough of Gooseswill, and the 
aldermen and burgesses of Greenhampton, 
became so accustomed to see his Grace their 
patron accompanied by that fair-spoken and 
promising young man, Captain Spencer of 
the Guards, that they had begun to regard 
them as inseparable as Saturn and his ring. 
Of the Duke, who was a solemn, solid-look- 
ing old gentleman, with a nose as thick as a 
milestone, and a forehead shaped like a sugar- 
loaf, they stood tremendously in awe; and 
even their Lordships, Thomas and John 
Trip, knew how to take upon themselves 
when opportunity offered. But the young 
Captain was such a monstrous pleasant chap! 
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The young Captain was always offering to do 
the honours of London town to them, in case 
of their visiting the metropolis, and promis- 
ing to be the making of their fiephews and 
younger sons. Jack Spencer was now al- 
most as great a favourite at Gooseswill and 
Greenhampton ^as at Upmore Castle. 

At length came the battle of the frogs 
and mice ! The cause of Reform triumphed. 
Gooseswill was disfiunchised ; and Green- 
hampton thrown open, was at liberty to elect 
John Spencer, Esq., commonly called Lieu- 
tenant Spencer of his Majesty's Second Re- 
giment of Foot Guards, to represent its 
diminished honours in Parliament ! It could 
scarcely do less. Jack had promised the 
worthy and independent electors the aboli- 
tion of taxes — the emancipation of prisoners 
for debt — the repeal of the com and all 
other vexatious laws — and promised the 
Duke of Upmore, who, by the way, had 
made no such request, to maintain the in- 
fluence of the Trip &mily in the borough, by 
keeping warm his seat till better timed. 

Lord John and Lord Thomas, finding the 
" governor" somewhat surprised by the turn 
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affairs were taking, voted it a devilish good 
joke, and expressed their gratitude to the 
promising young man who had taken the 
burthen of n&tional affidrs off their shoulders, 
by becoming a promising young member. 

John Spencer, Esq., M.P.'s course in the 
House is now what is called " before the pub- 
lic!" His promises to his constituents of 
bringing forward motions for the suppression 
of the Civil and Pension Lists, Negro Ap- 
prenticeship, and Com Monopoly, have been 
redeemed as such promises usually are, by 
voting silently, on every question before the 
House, for Ministers and the Ministerial; 
and Jack is proportionably highly thought of 
in Downing Street. Were he to rise in his 
place for the purpose of promising to the 
House the smallest possible concession. Jack 
would be interrupted by " loud cheers from 
the Treasury Bench." Spring Rice has mark- 
ed him for his own; Lord Melbourne has 
him in his pocket. What may have been 
promised to Jack it is impossible toguess^ 
though his creditors (following the example 
of Prince Talleyrand's inquisitive butcher) 
are '* curieuoT to ascertain. What Jack may 
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have promised in return ^But mum.- 



We pledge our veracity that the whole of 
this volume would be unable to set forth 
even an abstract of the pledges tendered to 
her Majesty's Government by our highly 

" PROMISING YOUNG MAN." 



THE END. 
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